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THE 


' YOUNG QUAKER. 


ACT J. 


SCENE, a Chamber, Lovuncs diſcovered aſleep on 4 
Couch. Supper before him. 
JopiTH ( without.) 
IXI. Lounge Mr Lounge — Aye, aye, his 
| man is within here I ſuppoſe. 
Spat. ( without, ) Then DÞ'll tell him my meſſage. 


Bell rings. ) 

Jud. Mr Lounge—hang the door and hang the bell 

too. ä { Rings ftreet door bell.) 
| Enter Spatterdaſh and Judith. | 


"Spar. Hey, what have we midnight here at noon day. 
97 Jud. Ay a ſtrange life this comrade of your maſter 
ende 

Spat. Ha, ha, ha! Lounge is faſt afleed- over his 
breakfaſt. 

Jud. Breakfaſt, tis his ſupper, there has he ſlept o- 
ver it from twelve o'clock laſt night, to this good twelve 
o' clock at noon day, 

Spat. Oh then his maſter's not yet out of his bed 1 
ſuppoſe. - 

Jud. I don't know whoſe bed he's in or out of, not 
I, what ſignifies your ſneering ſo Mr Spatterdaſh—you 
know he has ſlept in no bed in this houſe, theſe five 
nights. 

Sat. A good pleaſant fort of a Quaker, Mrs Judy. 

Jud. A, Quaker d'ye call him? My miſtreſs ſays - 
he's a Muggletanian, ( Loud knocking. ) Do ne Mr 


N are you aſleep? | 
A 2 Loun, 


W 12 N 
* 
* 


been drinking 
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- L,oun. Yes fir. {Spatterdaſh looks ou! of a window.) 
Spat. Odſo this is Mr Sadboy come home in a hark. 
Jud. Will you wake (Halen Lounge) here's your 

maſter. Curſe the man always upon a ſophy. [EExit. 
Spat. Aye the maſter has been beating the rounds 

A pretty Quaker—His father old Sadboy, as rich and 
as {tiff as e'er a Puritan in Penſylvania, ſends my young 
Zachary here {a careful pious youth over to England, 
to tranſact ſome money matters for their brethren in 
Philadelphia; but my maſter Captain Ambuſh, havin 

fortunately been his fellow paſſenger from America, and 
companion fince their arrival in London. Egad young 
Broad Brim to imitate the Captain, improves by rapid 
degrees into a man of Pleaſure has been already at two 
Plays, one Opera, three Concerts—nay beſpoke his 
dreſs for the Maſquerade—bought a Hunter at Tatter- 
fal's—ſ{wallow*d an Jee at Weltgie's had the left hand 
of a Phæton in Hyde Park—the back of a vis a-vis a- 
long Pall-mall—engag'd a Dancing and a Fencing maſ- 


ter—takes of his hat to a noted Demirep—his yea is 


ſyeceeded by zounds, and his nay is gentleman uſher to a 
damme, ha, ha, ha! ſuch a Quaker. 2 


. Sad. (without.) Nay friend I will give thee no 


more. 


Spat. And here the very gentleman comes. 
Enter Young Sadboy, Judith and Coachman. 


ud. Such impudence, how dare yon come up ſtairs, 
have people nothing elſe to do than to clean after ſuch 
as you. {To Coachman. ) 9 
Coach. Why the Gentleman — 
Y. Sad. Nay thou ſhalt have no more. 
Coach. Why maſter my fare is eighteen-pence. 


uile. 


Coach. Guile! No maſter, its good ſtrong beer I've 


F. Sad. Well friend hold thy beaver. 
Coach. My beaver, ha, ha, ha! 


T. Sad. 


Y. Sad. Nay, thou ſay'& an untruth, and art full of 


aa. „ 6 
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Y. Sad. I will give thee a crooked bit of ſilyer, call d 


a ſixpence. 
Coach Why maſter ? 
Y. Sad. Another word you raſcal and I'll break your 
— friend depart in peace. 
Coach. Damme but he's a frolickſome Quaker. 
| LExit. 


Y. Sad. O Spatterdaſh. | 
- Sat. Sir my maſter's compliments, he's juſt up, and 


ang if you pleaſe, will breakfaſt in your apartment. 

and Y. Sad. When he cometh I am here. [Exit Spat. 
ung Damſel, were any folded papers left for me. 

apid . Jud. Sir. 

two Z. Sad. Letters. 

his 2 Oh yes ſir, the old gentleman Mr Chronicle 
ter- ¶ deres you'll call upon him. 

and 7. Sad. I call upon him—if I do damme, (e Lounge) 

$ a- my man ſleepeth when he ſhould watch, he deſervetn 
naſ- many buffets, but 'tis not meet I ſmite this Holopher- 


a s nes myſelf—yea it ſhall be done by the hand of Judith, 
02 (takes ber hand and ſtrikes Lounge on the face. ) 
Loun. Y our nightcap fir,—coming fir--yes ſir here 
001 of fir—coming fir [ Exit. 
. Sad. Damſel, thou did'ſt ſtrike him ſore. 
Fud. Yes, as my miſtreſs ſays, this gentleman muſt be a 


Muggletonian. [Exits 
10 Enter Spatterdaſh, 
ich Spat. Sir, here's my maſter. 
Enter Captain Ambuſh. 
7. Sad. Captain Ambuſh, I greet thee with a bongour. 
Amb. Good morrow to your holineſs—Spatterdaſh to 
your poſt, [ Exit. Spat. 
of Y. Sad. Oh, ho! the windows overlook the park— 
Mrs Pink thy Araminta's handmaid is fond of a moru- 
ve ing walk ; well, well. | 


Amb. Why I do expect the little rouge, there this 
morning, that's the truth on't—Hey ! out all night Sad» 
boy, and here I was at home before one. ; 


ed. A 3 7. Sad, 


- 


8 


Ab. What's his character? 
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of gad. Yes I did tarry, where thou did” leave me. 
— O Captain ſuch a delicious girl. 


Amb. Ay, ay, I told you before we left Far 


that the beauties of London, wou'd ſoon make you 


forget your poor Dinah. 
T. Sad. Forget! Nay, though my father: wou'd 


"not ſuffer me to take Dinah Primroſe to be the wife of 


my boſom, (becauſe his father her old friend and partner 
in trade had gone off, and left her as it were an orphan on 
his hands) yet [ cannot drive the damſel from my mind. 
But what the devil would you have a young fellow 
like me do, my reaſon floating on burgundy, my heart 
melted with the wax candle of Love, and a thumping 


purſe in my pocket, hey! ( Capers) yea with the weight 
of much gold, was my pocket weigh'd down. 


Amb, Oh Sadboy, my heart is light as a feather of 
cupid's wing, preſently you'll ſee little Pink tripping up 
the Mall and flip me a letter, the words like delicious 


fruit upon a China diſh, and ſery'd by the white hand 


of Araminta. 

Z. Sad. But tis certain thy uncle Lord Belville, will 
ſoon ſſcep with thy forefathers, and as thou wilt then 
have his titles, why {till conceal thy name and quality 


from the maiden Araminta? 


Amb. To prove her heart, as I would wiſh it pure 


and diſintereſted, did ſhe know me to be Captain Am- 


buſh and next heir to the title and eſtate of Belville, I 
might ſuppoſe her mind capable of a ſordid view but her 
conſtant affection to me, in this aſſum'd . of poor 


Lieutenant Godfrey, baniſhes every doubt. 


Y. Sad. Ay, I ſuppoſe, this was the reaſon, thou | 


ſojourneſt in theſe lodgings with me, rather than return 
to thy own houſe in Groſvenor ſtreet, 


Amb. Trae, tho! I am enabled to redeem it from 


Shadrach the Jew, to whom T1 was obhig'd to mortgage | 
it on departure to America 
a 


Oh Sadboy, pray 
is not Chronicle the name of your American agent. 
F. Sad. Yea. 
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Y. Sad. Chara&er—who Chronick—the moſt avari- 
cious ſtingy old ſcoundrel, that ever impriſon'd a yellow 
' boy—V ll give yon an jnftance—being ill t'other day, a 
bottle came from his Apothecary's, but the apprehen - 


ion of his paying for it, baniſhes his fickneſs ; and ſoon- 


er than have it loſt, he perſuades his ſervant, that ke Aid 
not look well, makes the poor fellgw twallow _ denn, 


and then ſtops it out of his wages. 


Amb. Yes, "tis the ſame. Think of that old fallow 


paying his addreſſes to my Araminta. 


Y. Sad. Old Chronicle circumvent thee with thy 


- Araminta ! poh, poh. 


Enter Spatterdaſh, 


Stat. Sir, the gentleman's coming up the walk. 
Amb. Then tell that gentleman, Ill be with him im- 


| mediately, and d'ye hear Spatterdaſh. 


Spat. Sir, | 
Amb. (To Sadboy. ) Its time for me to enquire about 


my houſe in Groſvenor ſtreet, it ſeems Shadrach the 


Jew, has taken the liberty to let it during my abſence. 

Z. Sad. Peradventure, Shadrach has turn'd it into a 
ſynagogue. 

Amb. (To Spal. }) Step up to Groſvenor ſtreet, and 

bring me the perſon's name that now occupies my houſe. 

[ Exit, 

Fpar. Yes, ür. Ext. 

Enter Lounge. ; 


Linage, Want me your honour ? 

Z. Sad. I did command the little one to bid the 
Coachman come unto me, but do thou defire him to 
take two horſes out of the ſtable, and buckle them with 
leathern thongs unto the vehicle, with four wheels, and 
let them draw it to the porch of my dwelling. 

Lounge. Sir | ( flares.) 


. Sad. Zounds you raſcal, order the Coach to the 


door. [Exit. Lounge following, 


Enter Pink and Spatterdaſh. | 
Find. But did you tell him what a m I was in. 


Spar. 
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Spat. I did my duck, and he'll be here preſently my 
chicken. 

Pink. Have done with your ducks and your chickens, 
where is he I ſay ? I have a letter for him 
Spa. From your. miſtreſs Araminta ?—let me kiſe 
the dear hand. 
| Ix Pink You — | 
i Spat. Only as proxy for my maſter. _ 
| "Pink. Kifs a ladv's hand, and another lady's lips i in 
i r Oh, you're a pretty proxy for a Captain in 
love! Lord if my old lady miſſes me proteſt I 
muſt run home again. 
Sfat. Oh, you mercenary baggage—I gueſs the 
| cauſe.of your hurry to ſee my maſter, you lip a letter 


* 
. 


1 into his hands, and he flips half a guinea into your's. 
Pint Thank you for that Captains are not fo ready 
with their half guineas I promiſe you. 

Spat. True Mrs Pink, my maſter and I are return'd 
from the wars, without either a gold chain or a wood- 
en leg. 

Pint. Yes, you're a pair of poor devils, I believe, but 
kings all, for Miſs Araminta would have your maſter if 
ſhe was ageneral's danghter, and he a little drummer boy. 
El don't know it will be tho? for her mother inſiſts ſhe 
i ſhall marry this Mr Chronicle the rich old ſtock broker. 


Spat. A rich rival! then we muſt ſet our braſs againſt 
his gold, Mrs Pink 
Pink. Yes if Braſs could do the work, I read ſucceſs 
in your forehead Mr Spatterdaſh, but now I fland prat- 
ing here—what keeps this plagne Captain Godfrey ſo— 
Spat. Captain. —Maſter's only a Lieutenant Mrs Pink. 
Pink. Well well, Lieutenant, Enſign, every one of 
them that mount a bit of ſcarlet, and eighteen penny 
worth of black ribbon in his hat, muſt of courſe be a 
!! _a Captain Oh! they are great officers to be ſure. 
ll * Spa. Yes, yes we are prodigious great officers to be.— 


En Enter Ambuſh. _ 


EM March firrah. ¶ Exit Spat.)—Well Mrs = 
in 


. 
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Pink. Lord ſir, here have I waited ever ſo long. 

Amb. A thouſand pardons my dear. 

Pink. A letter from my young lady fir. j 

Am. ( Reads.) Godfrey——ſo ſhe has not diſcover'd 
yet, that [lam Captain Ambuſh, and yet figns herſelf 
my Araminta,—— Oh my ſweet Pink. ¶ Kiſſes ber. 

Pink. For ſhame, fir! 

Am. ( Reads. ) Mama inſiſts that I ſhall ſtay at home 
this evening, to entertain this odious Mr Chronicle, how 
unlucky ! 

Pin. True indeed fir, and you can't think how vex't 
my poor young Lady is, to be diſappointed of your a» 
greeable company. | ' yy 

Am. I Shou'd have aſk'd Sadboy.— Pink do you 
know where this Mr Chronicle lives. 

Pink. Oh, fir, he has a fine houſe in Groſvenor Street. 

Amb. Grolvetior Street, — an odd place for a ſtock 
broker. 

. Pink. True fir, and ſuch. a ſtingy miſerable old devil 


too, but he's juſt crept out of ſome dirty hole about the ; 


Royal Exchange, ſince be began to court Araminta, and 
ſo ſets up for a great gentleman.—but you can't think 
what a great favourite he is of my old lady's, becauſe 
he made all his money in buſineſs, ſhe imagines marrying 
her daughter to him is only putting ber money out to 
uſe, and that ſhe can ſoon call it in again with intereſt as 
Mr Chronicle has not long to keep even his own Money, 
from thoſe that have a heart to ſpend it. 


Enter Spatterdaſh. 


pat. Sir its one Mr Chronicle, that lives in your 
; houſe in Groſvenor Street (to Ambuſh. ) | 
Am. My very rival—Gad this is pleaſant enough— 
I hope Sadboy's not gone out yet (going. | 
Pink. Sir, fir, Mr Godfrey, my young lady will ex- 
pect an anſwer to her letter. | : 
Amb. Anſwer!—Oh.PÞll anſwer it. 
Pink, Lord fir, ſhe's ſo impatient and fo particular 
* 0 oer Sie 
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give me ſome token that you receiy'd it, and perhaps that 

may ſatisfy her. 

. . Amb, Token—by this token { Kifſes her. That's 

all. [ Exit. 
Pink, That's all, then if that's all its bad enough 

Poor Spatterdaſh has nothing elſe to give therefore a 

Kiſs from him. 

”” * Spat. You are welcome too. ( Kiſſes her. ) 

1 EFisl. Marry hang you, you have taken 4 Captain” < 

| © token back again.—But I deſpiſe ſuch tokens. No, no, 

give me alittle round half guinea, and keep ſuch tokens 

for my Miſtreſs that's the way to pleaſe us both. 

However my little Captain, if you always fight fo, PII 


Ii n you the 3 in the field of Love. 
1 [Exit Pink. and Spat. 


| SCENE, a Chamber at Lady Rounctvar's. 
Enter Lady RouxcevaL and ARAMINTA-. 


— 


| 
| 
Ara. Indeed madam 1 cannot. 
| L. Roun. Cannot, Araminta! Oh I wiſh your dear 
father was alive, you would not have ſaid ſuch a og : 
| to fir Ralph Rounceval. 

Ara. True madam, but my father never enjoin'd me 
do any thing contrary to my own inclinations. 

I. Roun. Ay, ay, this is the effect of indulgence. 
Ara. But madam it 1s ſo rude to break an engage- 
ment. 
L. Roun. And pray Miſs who is this to whom you 
have made this very ſolemn engagement, 

Ara. Ma'am *tis a, a, a young lady I promis'd to go 
to church with. 
| L. Roun No, Araminta, its a young gentleman you 
il -want to go to church with. 
i Ara. Well ma'am better to church with a young 
- gentleman, than an od gentleman. 
1 L. Roun. Ay that poor, paltry, pitiful Lieutenant 
| © Godfrey, I ſuppoſe. 
An. Nay madam don't ſay that. Hess ſuch a char- 


ming fellow, and tho' he's not rich, my fortune 1. 
ttle 


thanks you for your paſt care, prudence—prudence bids © 


— 
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little content to eke it out, is ſufficient for two fond heart 


who are reſoly'd to be happy in rain or ſunſhine, 
L. Roun. Your fortune! Ay, this is the conſequence 
of your Uncle's folly in leaving it to your own diſpoſal. 
Ara. Oh bleſs his memory, he was a dear little old 
man for that. Fe + 
I. Roun. So then you are determin'd to reject Mr: 
Chronicle. Gy 


Ara. Pan is old muſty, ſtiff and fuſty, ſour and cruſty, 


IL. Roun. And will you liſten to this Lieut. Godirey., 


Ara. Poll is blitne and merry, light and airy, as a. 
fairy. | v.. 
home. to entertain Mr Chronicle. 

Ara. Mama, how can you be fo ill- natur d. 
I. Roun. Anſwer me with ridiculous ſongs, is this 
the duty, that's due from a child to a parent. 9 

Ara. Madam, my heart was ever ſway'd by duty, 
but. when you'd ſacrifice me to age and avarice, I muſt 
own duty gives way to/inclination, and while gratitude 


: 


me be henceforth the guardian of my own happineſs. 


Enter Pink. 
Pink. Miſs Araminta I—plague on't my old lady 


here, what ſhall Ido 
L. Roun. Pray where have you been gadding—what 
have you been'about | 


Pink. Why madam, I've been about about the 


town madam, 


L. Roun. About the town, Huſſey. 
Ara. But where? 


Pink. Lord miſs you know—to meet Mr Godfrey in 
the park ma'am. © | [Afide.. 


Ara. True, well. - 
Pink. I've given him your letter ma'am. LAlide. 
L. Roun. Been with letters, have you? ' 
Pink. What letters my lady. 
JL. Roun, Anſwer me. 

| ; Ara. 


L. Roun. Araminta, I inſiſt upon your ſtaying at | 


- 


— 
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Pink. Pve no anſwer miſs. 
Z. Roun. What carried you-ont. | 
Ara. Has Mr Godfrey ago aber bs my letter. 

Pink. Not a line. | 

Ara. Unkind !—T'll not ſee "8 this hun — 
Madam upon ſecond thoughts I beheve I ſhall ſtay at 
home, and as you ſeem to wiſh it, Pve no ns to- 
Mr Chronicle's company, 

L. Roun. That's my dear good Ainet a 

cCapricious child, attend me in my dreſſing- room, good 
Mrs letter carrier Now child I beſeech you, when Mr 
hronicle comes, receive him with good humour — none 
can be ſo pleaſant as you when you pleaſe—Ah that 
ſweet ſmile, the dimple at the corner' of the month— 
recalls—ay exactly Sir Ralph Rounceval. F[ Zxit. 

Ara. Send me no anſwer ! then baniſh guile from my 
mind, (fing er 

Pink. Lord Miſs, how cou'd you bewiy a bedy ſo? 
did I think that you'd up and tell my lady that I earri- 

ed your love letters. 

Ara, Betray, has not my Uncle left me an indepen 
dent fortune. 

Pink. Ves ma'am, but your Uncle has left me no 
independent fortune. 

Ara. But, tell me, did my Godfrey ſend no * 
note, no meſfage⸗ no token of love. ; 

Pink. Yes ma'am, he did give me a token. 

Ara. Where is it? 

Pink. I muſt not tell her it was a kiſs. [ Afide. 

Ara. Quick, quick. 

Pink. Ay. ma' am, his man Spatterdaſh took it from 
me. 

Ara. How vexatious, impertinent fellow, his maſter 
ſhall cane him—Oh, but perhaps in hopes of a reward 
he took it from you,” that he might give it me himſelf. 

Pink. Give it you himſelf, ha, ha, ha! nay then his 
maſter wou'd cane him in good earneſt, (Bell ringe, 
oh dear, that's my dreadful ſummons, going. 
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Ara. Pink, Pink, What was it? 
Pink. Why ma'am, it was—( Bell ringe)—Bleſs me, 
I ſhall get. it on both ſides of my ears. ¶ Exit running. 
Ara. I do long for this token from my dear Godfrey, 
what can it be? I wiſh I could ſee his man. (Retiree. } 1 
„Enter Spatterdaſh; 
- Shat. Where is this little rogne Pink, Ty L've ven- 


tur'd after her, within the enemies A. Miſs Ara- 


minta ſees me, I came with a meſſage from my maſter — 
that's a ſure welcome, but if Pm known by Lady Roun- 
ceval. I'm tuck'd np as a. ſpy upon the next tree. 

Ara. Oh! as I live, here is the very perſon, fir I ſup- 
pole Mr Godfrey is well. 


Sat. Godfrey—hang it, I always forget my maſter's! 
name, ¶ Aſide.) Oh! very well, madam, and at your ler- | 


vice to command, (bows.) 
Ara. Oh, I ſuppoſe you came with that. 
Spat. Madam 1. p 
Ara. Well, I'm much oblig'd to you. 


Spat. Now for what is ſhe oblig'd to me. Aſide. a 


Ara. I hope fir, you have bronght it. 

Spat. Brought it ! 

Ara. How teazing ! haven't you ſomething for me. 
Spat, Madam I—what does ſhe mean? [ Afede. 


Ara. I ſee the perquiſite muſt come firſt—(gives mo- 


ney ) ſomething for your trouble, fir. 


Spat. Very much oblig'd to you madam, but its no 
trouble at all. 


Ara. It won't be ſo well, if my mama ſees you, ſo. 


give it me. 
Spat, What madam? 
Ara. Pha! the token. 
Sat. What token miſs ? 


Ara. Why, that your maſter gave my maid, and that 


you took from her. 


Sar. Token that I took from Pink Gad it muſt be 


the kiſs ſhe means, [ Ajides 
Ara. Give it me quick, mama is coming. 


Spat. Yes, tis the kiſs ſhe means. [Afide. 


— 


F 


B 5 Ara. 


| 
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Afra. Come, come, give it mee. 
Spat. Madam, I fear, if — ed 
Ara. What's the man afraid of? let me have it. 
© Spat., By the Lord, I've a grout: mind —bur if my 
maſter 
Ara. How provoking Dube, come, ek. 


goes 


(Mer. * kiſe her, ſhe ſcreams.) 
Enter Lady Rounceval and Pink. be 


LZ. Roun. Heavens! what's the matter? 

Ara. An impudent fellow. 

Pink. I fancy that n was going to give her 
the token. 


L. Roun. Who is he ut brought him wah 4 


What did he do ? 

Ara. Do! 

L. Roun. Who are you man? 

Spat. Madam I am Oh, Mrs Pink there knows 
who I am very well. 


Pink. Me, my lady, I never ſaw the fellow before in 


all my life. 
Spat. Never ſaw me! 
Ara, She muſt not know its Mr Godfrey? man 


„ 


(Ade) Oh, madam, this is Mr Chronicle's ſervant. 
+ Sat. So, the miſtreſs tells lies as faſt as the maid. 


Pink. Say yon belong to Mr Chronicle, if you have 


any hopes of forgivenels. 


IL. Roun. Mr Chronicle's ſervant—but what mate 
you ſcream, Araminta ? 


Ara. Madam, every thing that belongs to Mr Chro- 


nicle, is enough to make one ſcream. The ſquirrel, 


you know, he gave me the other day, I took for a rat. 
L. Run, Pooh, ſtuff! any meſſage from Mr Chro- 
nicle Sir ? 
Spat. Yes, ma'am, his compliments, and hat 2 901 
I fay Pink. 2 
Pink. Give the old lady the We, wen! like * by 


- 53 „7 T 
4 \ : 
* 
= 


Spat, Nay then, if it brings me to the halberts, here 


8 


4 


1. 
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Spat. Curſe you Ma'm, he deſires you'll mind che en- 
gagement. | 
Pin. For this evening. | 
pat. Yes, madam, and he expects your company at 
his houſe this evening. 

Pint. Pſha, blockhead. [ Afedes 

L. Roun. Expect me at his houſe—why he's engag'd 
here-at my houſe this evening, here's ſome miſtake. 

2 Miſtake, pray ma' am, an't you lady Rounce val. 

Roun. Ves, but I mean you muſt have miſtook 
your meſſage. 

Pink. Inſiſt that you are right. (To Spatterdaſb. ) 

7 Oh, madam, I inſiſt that I am right. 

Roun. Well this is very ſtrange, I proteſt, for 1 
expected that we were to have his company this even- 
ing, inſtead of us to viſit him. 

Ara. Well ma'am, yon ſee its no ſuch thing. 

Spat. No ma'am, you fee its no ſuch thing. 

Noun. Well then, I muſt order matters according- 

.ly. Our compliments to your maſter, and we Pak do 
ourſelves the honour of waiting on him. [ Exit. . 

Ara. Oh, charming! this viſit of ours will put the 
, old miſer into ſuch a delicious confuſion, how I ſhall 
enjoy it—Run to Mr Chronicle my good man. —Hea- 
vens ! I forget the ſellow's inſolent freedom. | 
_ Why don't you explain this affair to your mif- 
treſs, (4 Pink) 

Pink. Here poor Spatterdaſh, madam, I aſk your 
pardon, but ſince I'mult own it, the tolen the Captain 
gave me was a kiſs. 

Ara. A kiſs! then pray fir, deſire your maſter to 
give his tokens himſelf, in future. 

Spat. I ſhall madam. —But I hope you won't tell my 
aſter: 

Ara. No, upon my'honom—Oh, but upon conditi- 
ons—you know Mr Chronicle's in Groſvenor ſtreet. 

Spat. Ves, madam. 

Ara. Run there, I'll write a card which you ſhall car- 
ry, but mind that you ſay that you belong to my mama. 

A \\—-S8 ; Spal. 


K«,é«jĩͤ«„ V ̃ ̃ Ü, : 
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| Spat. Madam, I'll belong to the Great Mognl, to 


ſerve you. 1i{-Ecxix. 
Ara. Come Pink—attend me to my \TolletteLthis 


old avaricious hunks I. fancy it will be the fir ſt inſtance 
of a lover s being diſtreſs d, by a viſit from his miſtreſs. 


"M1 Exit. 
Pink. Ves madam, but 1 fear you'll loſe a laver by it, 


for if Mr Chronicle gives an entertainment to night, 
.he'll certainly hang himſelf to morrow. [sit 


3 * 


— 


7 1 


SCENE, An bay! in mum Aunoswes 


| Houſe as occupied by Mr Curonicks. _ 


Enter” Twie and Olo. 
TwIS. | 


V. ay, here you are fix'd my W go. out and 
* u come, I wiſh you joy of my ꝓlace. 
40 Joy, ecod you give me cold comfort but 80 
you ſorry to quit Mr Chronicle's ſervice, 
T wig. Sorry! I'm very glad—why every ꝓeat F:34 
he purchasd this eftate, in Norfolk, has he'inveigled a 
Jad up to town, from one of his tenants, by way of 


* ſervant, and when he has ſtarv'd him down to my ſize, 
finding they i bear hunger no longer, he ſupplies their 


place,. with a plump, well fed fellow, like yourſelf, 

Clod. Starve, and live in ſuch a fine houſe. 

T wig. This houſe ! * ite none of his. 

Clod. No! f 

T wig. No. 

- Chd. So then, this is my purfarment, to'be Holes 
man, to a ſtingy curmudgeon howſomdeyer, as he is 
going to be married, things may take a better turn, and 


ſince I am come up to town for a ſarvice, I won't go 


back again with my finger in my mouth. 


Chron. 
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Chron. ( without.) Where's my new ſervant Clod ? 
Twig. There's the old raſcal, don't you hear, 


Fr. Twig. I'll get into my own cloaths, and leave my 

Kos livery tor you, my boy. 10 | 

Al [Exit Twig and Clod. 
e Enter Chronicle. 


near dreſs'd for my viſit at Lady Rounceval's, every mo- 
ment that 1 ſtay is an injury to my ſweet Araminta.— 
A lets ſee, my buckles look dull, but cleaning wears the ſilver. 
I'll not put on my cloaths, till juſt ſtepping out of door, 
the lace tarniſhes ſu ſoon.— ls my old ſervant Twig gone? 


Enter Twig dreſs'd in a large ſuit of plain cloaths 


Tig. No fir, but I'm going. 
' Chron. Is my new ſervant Clod come 
= 17 3 by Enter Clod dreſ#'d in Twig's livery. 
'  .ICled. Yes fir, I be come. he l 
+ Chron. Twig, you'll tell your friends, how well you've 
\liv'd with me. a 
Twig. Ay, fir they'll ſee that by theſe cloaths I had 


coming into your ſervice. | 
Clod. Ecod fir, theſe cloaths muſt be let out, or I 
ſhall burſt un. a 
Chron, No, no, we'll have you taken in, they'll be 
- eaſy enough in a few days. If a ſervant comes to me 
" clumſy as an elephant, I ſend him away as nice as an 
antelope. | | | 
Twig. Well farewel, your hononr, now I go in pur- 


- ſuit of fortune; [Exit Twig. 
g- Chron. Ay, ay, you'll ſoon catch her, you dog, your 
2 in fine running order. Well, Clod, do you think 
nd yo ee: 1 10 | 

od. Les, ur, ye | 4 
een 
* Chron, Well, let's ſee, here, tie this cravat. 


Clod. Ves, fir, ha, ha, ha ! 


Chd. Yes fir, yes I'm here waiting upon your honour. 


Chron. Where are you young man? *tis time I was 


B 3 Chron, 


4 
4 
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_ Chron. What do you laugh at, Sirrah'? ' 
Clod. Ha, ha, ha! at you fir, don't be angry, its on- 


px at you. 


| Chron. At me, y you raſcal. | p 
Clod. Ves, fir, yes, he, he, he! Ecod your 3 . 


head in that wig, puts me in mind of the white lyon i in 


our village. 

Chron. White lyon 1—get. along you raſcal. ( Knock! 
ing.) See who's that? 

Clod. Yes, fir, yes, ha, ha, 05 [the ola ** — 


for all the world. | [Exit Clod. 


. Chron. Oh, you are the devil of a 2 to be ſure. | 


Enter Clod with a letter. | 
Clod. The poſtman brought that fir, - but he did'nt 


wait for an anſwer. T Exit Clod. 


Chron. From Shadrach, (reads) * My good Primroſe, 


now why the deuce will he addreſs me by my name of Prim- 


_ roſe, if this letter ſhou'd fall into young Sadboy's hands, 


I'm diſcover'd to be his father's old; American partner; 
then they may come flap upon me. for the caſh I was 
deficient, and all the expence of my daughter's keeping 


there theſe twelve years palt. (Reads) * I hear you have 


been enquiring for me, requeſt you will give me a call, 
at the Swan and two Tecks, Nad-lane, as in my journey 


from Plymouth, I have made an acquaintance with a 


pretty girl, my fellow traveller, in the Diligence, and 
am reſoly'd not to loſe fight of her, till ſhe makes me 


5 r Boaz.? Well I muft run to my lite 


rew, or he'll give up the mortgage to Captain Am- 


_ buſh, and I ſhall be turn'd out of this houſe, beſore my 
marriage with Araminta is conſummated. + Ah, how un- 
my lucky, that this little villain ſhou'd be fo. deep in my 


. affairs, he bas ſuch a hank upon me. Mere 
; are you boy ? 


Euter Clod;” © 


Cod. Here's poor Clod. N ag th 
Chron. Poor! Egad I think you are fat Clod, its as 
| good 


_ 
- 
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good as a bad dinner to look at you.—Youl ſave me 
Half a muffen every morning, by ſtanding before me at 


breaktalt. ( Knocking.) 110 11 f 
Chad. Havut I td dpen the door: abe te 
To be ſure you have, you dog. A 9 


Cod Ob. very well, 1 =o | was and that was the | 


reaſon 1 aſk'd. 1 ww [Ext 
Chron. Ah! this fellow will tr een deal * tine 


faſting, to bring him down tor Tig - 75 at ( 


Enter Captain Ambuſh aad en erg 


Ah r my Prince of Puritans—Captain do e- you're 
welcome to your own houſe. +; 


Amb. I thank you ſir, but pray what gave you ar | 
ſeſſion of my houſe? | l 
Chron. That which gives. poſſeſſion of every: things! 


gold —'twas I that advanc!d; the laſh mongy which Sha- 
drach paid you upon the mortgage. 

Amb. But now I'm able to "redeem it, om the 
inſtrument and the money's ready. TT 

Chron. Why ready money's a good thing to be ſave 
—bit I can't take it you know; the e was 
made in Shadrach's name. 

Amb. And where is Shadrach? „ en 

Cron. How can 1 e te bels ia Lille or Spa, 


| 


or Hamburgh-or Ble ſſom's Inn:: en e agg wa- | 


dering / jew. in 
. "Sad. Friend Chronicle, thy hand. 
Chron. My hand, there. 
Y Sad. ( Shakes it three va} 
Shadrach. 
Chron; What now? 
Z. Sad. Ves, I did hear a pretty young man ſay ſo 
juſt now. and I reſolv'd to tell thee, leſt thoa become a 
nay auord in the mouths of thy neighbours. 
Chron. I don't care a 6th of ſnuff for my neighs 


—Dama you and 


long both of you, I don't S—_ ma | boy want. 


* . 


1 
2 


bY bours, why do you tell me of my neighbour,” g £9 a- 


+ 
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F. Sad. Would'ſt turn a gentleman out of nis own honſe: 
Chron. Ves, I would, Captain _— out of N own 
bonſe. 

Y. Sad. o n Lane Friend 1 cot not te 
ſtrife, but was I a Captain, inſtead of a Quaker, I wou'd 
kick that man, yea verily I would kick him hard: | 

Chron. Kick me—mind 1 do no mote bulineſs for 
vou young Ahbednego. 

. Sad. No- then damme —— my * I belt. 

Chron. Ay, that you will, and ſoon too, the way you 

go _— Lei rad father old Tochary ws to foe 
you. 
13 #5 Sad. n ap I wiſh'T could ſee 12 once 
d lord, and in your on houſe here, a charming room 
this for a ball. A hey, old Chronicle, you ſhould croſs - 
over and figure in. | pulls Cbrvnicle about. J an 
* Chron. I deſire vou kigure Ott. 
1 | Enter Clod. 


Old. Here? 8A perſoi below in a red coat hes a wel 
-age from one Miſs Hariminturs. 
2. Chron. Araminta you blockhead—bid him ry it up. 
Cod. What! | 
 - Chron. Why his meſſage, vackitt: 5 
Cod. I don't know what you call a . hard, but 
| the has got a little ſquare bit of Paſteboard in his' hand 
with writing _— it, _ i lays he, that” 's what he 
ſaid.  [Extt. 
Chron. Ay, that fellows too fat to do any good theſe 


three weeks, 
Enter Clod and nnn 


Clod. Sir, that's my maſter in the great wig. 
Cron. Do you belong to Lady Rounceval ? in 

Clod. Ves, fir, he laid: he e to e Rounce- 
- By Retire, raſcal. 
Clod. Nan. 1 
© Chron, Leave the room. 


: 2, 
# * 1 — 4 4 


Clod. 


loſhes, ſome whimſical devil has put it into Araminta's 
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bd Oh! the Auld White Lyon—he, ehe [Exit 


. Sad: Thy man, Spatterdaſh, 


(rus r me ens 1d sten 19" 6 AN? 


Amò What are you about here, Greah i s- 
Chron. What is the: abaui let mo tell you. Captain, 
this is not like a gentleman, tö abuſe any Ante ſervant 


that comes to me. 


Amb. Servant, why this is m 


e, Ver Sin ie bag me er I come by that 2 


Lady's deſire, to OE about an interview with the 


2 ſhe loves. T Wer N Karel. —_ 


tothe Captain] 
- » Chrou | Ay; firs with the aviation ſhe loves ; ahi is 


a n mighty pretty ſpoken young man, and IA give him — | 


No | haven't a ſixpence about me. Radi. Lady 


Rounee val preſents her compliments ta Mr Chronicle, 


i and in compliance with Araminta's defwe' of ſoc ing his 


houſe, ſhe ſhall do her ſelt the honour of paying him a 


CLE vil this evening, inftead of ene Har d for 


in neceiviug him at her's 5 0 b 
oy, (To n Wart for mae: at Mrs Millelour's. 
5 197027 | Exit. pat. 


Wy Come hen this evening | Oh the devil! the | 


Joan? the devil! 


. Sad. What is the matter, Sten Chronbels2'> 


Chron, Why female caprice is the matter; diſſipatĩon 
und ruin ſis the matter] here When thought had no- 


i thing todo but go to Lady Rounceval's:without-a'ſhal- 


ling expence, for I ſtiould 1 walk' d there in my ga- 


hend, that ſhe. muſt come rattling * here to r 
forſooth ! 
Amb. My houſe, if you pleaſe. | r 20 


Chron. I do pleaſe, take it, E-givent up: Tn dine. 


Jy make Shadrach give you up the mortgage, ad Pi} back 


to Aldermanbury : No more Grofvenor-ſtreets for mes 
T. Sad What not entertain the ey Aramints.— | 


Oh thou wrinkled reprobate. 
* 


4 


— . 
R * 


| dene wife 
but in this you muſt excuſe me. 


oy _ 


* 
T7 


f 
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nb. As the ladies deſign you the honour of a 4ilt, 
$02 Mr Chronicle, I don't ſeethow'Fou' can get off. 


(ron. What the devil brought me on Pray what 


1 * tea for three and a little bit of ſupper coſt. 
And Three why we'll be of . . ue! 


7. Sad. Vea, we will. 
Chron. Nay, you won't. 
T. Sad. I'll lay you five 3 of RE 


1 
* 


-wou'd buy all. 
117, Sad. To the Cobain J Let us try if his avarice 
won't make him introduce his rival to his miſtreſs, — 
Why Chronicle, Captain Ambuſh-ſhou'dy ſtand the ex- 
-pence, you know its in my houſe. 461 

Chron. Gad and fo it is Captain do you like a briſl 
Widou If you do, egad Lady Rouncival'sa choice old 


| girl. I'll introduce you to her this evening. ——— Tho? . 
you're ſoon to be a lord, a good j jointure's no harm nor 


I'll tell you u hat, this is, yon're a worthy man— I'll 
let you be at the whole expence of this entertainment 
AIs'nt genteel of me? hey Reuben. \\ 
F. Sad. True, Captain, conſider in your own hadfa. — 
.- Chron. Right, what a ſcandal for any body to be at 


expence- under your own roof, 


Amb. Mine, why you wou'd- have tured me out jut 


now. — | LEES 
» Chron. Not I, pay the mortgage, A,” come in here 


1— night, and I'll be content 1 oped lodgings 
at Mrs Millefleur's. 


. '/\mb. What throw away my aloney to entertain your 
No, no, I don't mind a few Wan 


- 


Chron. Then you wont lay out. 
"Amb: Not a ſhilling. ' + 
Chron. No—why then tho? you wear the King 8 doth 


you are à rank coward. 
Am How coward, fir?. 


Chron, Yes you're affraid to give a bit of m—_ to 
Amb. 


* 


Chron. Five guineas, egad: PI take dim vp—that 


. 


drach. 
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And. Ha, ha, ha? Well then to avoid the heavieſt 


imputation on a foldiery Lebe's the expence o of this, 


evening. 
. Sad. There's a valiant Captain for you. * ö > 
Chron., Captain, a-genetaliflimo.” * * | 
. Sad. (To Chron.) The coward was F good bt. 
» Chron. Capital, — there I touch'd the Captain 
Zounds, what a treat he'll make;'the' gy he'l Lo vol * 


will keep my family theſe three weeks. | 


Hmnb. Well, Pl go and give orders for the entertain · 


ment. LA. > 


Chron. Do ſo, ad Il trot to Lad-lane to meet Se. | 


2. Sad. Well, Chronicle. 1 is ten of Arabs . 
oodneſa, in vain thou didſt offer love and iotereſt,” but 
onour is a ſpring that actuates every Engliſn ſoldier, 

hey, old Chronicle, is'nt the Captain a brave fellowW-W? 

Chron. Brave, he's 5 ay ſoul of a Wolf in the body of 


an Elliot. — [Exeunt. 
SCENE, A Parlom at an Inn, Table and two Chair. 
| Enter % Waris, meeting. Me 
Iſt Wairzx. | | 


'Who' s come in that Plymouth Diligence. | 
2d Wait. ( Laying 'down a ſmall trunk ) A young 
Quaker looking girl, a Jew, and.a Navy Officer — They 
have been robb'd it ſeems, n to town, O here's. 
the Jew. - THE (Bel rings.) 
1/t Wait, Coming Gr. coming. tis. | [Extt, q 
Enter Shadrach with a portmantents. 


24 Wait, This way, your hondur, if you. pleaſe PII 
take cate of your portmanteau, | 

Shad. No TI vill take care myſelf, too. much to be ; 
robb'd twice in vone day. ö 


Enter, Man c large trunk. 
Shad. Oh, you have brought my new dnl put it | 
down Waiter, did the Porter take away my letter ? 


24, 
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24 Wait, fol yea ſir, and is neturn de 
: Shag, I an oldiſth gentleman; one Mr Chronide als 


for me, ſend him this way. v3 


2d Wait. Your/name; pray Sir. 

enn, 6 wn nin. ork) 

24, Wait. Very well ir. e OY 8 OY a. 
Shad,” And; mind the young r woman that came in the 


2 how: her e. 7 * 


2d Wait. I will ſir. 7 Cui. 

bad. L am much in love with. this pretty ener 

uaker girl, but ſhe's ſo confounded modeſt—from. the 
little I cou'd pick up, ſhe knows nobody here in town, 
Ecod, on ſecond thoughts, our being robb'd on the way, 
was a good ting Now ſhe'll be poor, and a/yaung wo- 
man without money in London, mult be very honeſt in- 


dced. if ſhe'll ſtick at any ting to get it—ſtay, this i oY 
her trunk, pity ſhe's ſo much left I fear dis trunk is 


my rival ſt y. nobody's coming; Ill tear off de diree- 


tion for fear —hey what's this Dinah Primroſe, zounds - 


this certainly mult be old Chronicle's daughter I muſt 


get it away before ſhe comes I muſt be quick, (throws * 


it into the great trund.) Oh dear. where's de poor young 
woman's trunk gone—Oh ſome rogue has got it—ſome 
villain has cut it from behind the Dilly—and now ſhe is 
left vidout any ting in the vide vorld—yes dat will do; 
dis vay I ſhall have her, and if ſhe is my friend Chroni- 
cle's ai I vil have a handſome fortune before I- 
marry her. But here ſhe comes, how diſmal and how 
pretty ſhe logks. (Enter Dinah) Well miſs how do 
you-find yourſelf, after your little refreſhment ! N 
Din. But indiffereu. f 
Shad. Ay, not recover d the 5 of your: ſea voy- 
age—a long trip from America loye—tell me miſs, is 
dere any dat I can do for you, as I know oe town, and 


w 


vou ſeem to be a ſtranger, 55 7 2a 


— 


Din. I am a ſtranger. 
Shad. You have been very y. during our journey 


from: IEP vou ou d gere more confidence 


en eee AYE 5 bil ene 


1 wig 
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in me, if you knew vat an honeſt man vas — do tell me 
miſs, are you come over to England, to your Irene! 
Din. I have no friends. 

Sbad. L. am glad of dat (affde. )—Oh dear, dat is N 
great pity, but I am ſure, yu have one friend, and dat 
is mylſclf. 

Via. This ſeemeth a righteous man, though a Jew, 


14. 

Shad. And you was brought-up in America. 

Din. Yea, my father by a run of croſs accidents, 
thought it expedient to retugn to London, leaving me 
then an infant to the care of Mr Sadboy, a wealthy 
Quaker in Philadelphia. 

$had. Sadboy in America — what is | your name? 

Di Dinah Primroſe. J 

Shad. Yes, yes, tis ſhe—where are your ROE 
life ? 

Din. I hear, my father ; is in England. SET" 

Shad. And his name Primroſe, | GC 

Din. Yea. 1 

Shad. She doesn't know he hath chang'd it to Chro- 
nicle No fhe'll never find him out—Shov'd Jo 
know your father my ſweet one. 

Din. Nay, *tis ſo long ſince I ſaw him, 1 idea 
of his perſon is fled from my memory. 

Shad. Dat's good, have you any money? 

Din. Nay, the man” that ftopp'd our carriage did 
leave none. 

Shad. Lam glad of dat—Ay and the damm d rogue, 
did take all mine, except fifty guineas, dat I put in my 
Ay, no ſtaying at an Inn without money. 5 
Din. And where to go, I know not. * 
Shad. If you vil go with me wm; I ſhall a * 
| pretty little lodging for you. 

Din. Friend I thank thee. 5 

Shad. And I will give you a draft fo alittle moneys 
upon Mr Bulruſh, the form «f our houſe in the old Jew- 
ry, till yon can find your father. 

Dia. If not—heaven repay the kind benevolence. | 

C. © Shad. 


* 9 
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_Shad. We. muſt try to get ſome ſnug neat reputable 
place—Miſs you m ul be very wary, che is a _ wick- 
ed town— ] know all de wickedneſs of this town, and ſa 
many ſnares, laid to ſeduce ſuch beautiful-ſweet inno- 
cent lovely young girls as yourſelf —Yes I ſhall have her 
——Miſs have you any luggage ? | 
Din. I have a ſmall trunk. 12% 
- Shad. Indeed you have not. | 20 


Enter Waiter. bs 2 x F | a 


Mait. Sir, one Mr Chronicle enquires for vou. 
Chron. (without. ) Where's my Fiend Shadrach? * 
Shad. Miſs, you had belt ſtep into the next room. 


ON ty Enter Chronicle. 
Chron. Ah! welcome to town, Shadrach——ferran 
ma'am, Shadrach is that the love affair. — FA 


Shad. Yes, dat's de goods. 
Chron. A fine girl, faith... | 
Din. (To the Waiter.) Bring my portmanteau t to my 
room, it has Dinah-Primroſe written on it. — 
Cbron. Dinah Primroſe, ſure this can't be my 
Caleb „ 
- Shad. Miſs, ſtep i into. the next room, ind 1 will fetch 7 0 
your——{ Puts Dinah out.) | 
Cbron. Hold, ſtop! 
Shad. Be quiet ! 
/ Chron. Didn't ſhe mention \ Dinah Primroſe ? 2 
Shad. Yes ſhe did, fit down. | 

2 Woe. Portmanteau, I fee no Portmanteau——not I. 
| "30> [Exit, 

3 | Chron. But I Nn 51 
| | Shad. I ſay be quiet tis very odd you can't be | 
quiet; ſit down 1 fay, you know I'm a. man capable of 
what you call friendſhip. $ 

Chron. Yes, you're a friendly fellow enough, i in your 
wi | 

hk I will prove myſelf your friend, 

Chron. Do. I's. | 

' Shad. You ſaw dat young ting dat vent out. ; | 

- Chron. What the goods?! 24 

2a 


* 
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Shad. Yes, damn'd bad goods—A great rogue 

Chron. Indeed, how? where? 

Shad. At Plymouth. 
: Chron. At Plymouth—well 

Sad. In converſation vid ſome of de robs natur's 
girls, that watches where de ſhips are paid off——you 
know my way, I always liſten. 

Chron. Yes, I know you do—didn't, ſhe call herſelf 
Primraſe. Dinah Primroſe. | 

Shad. She does, ſhe does! overheard the ſcheme, 
ſhe knows all about your dealings with old Sadboy the 
Quaker in Philadelphia—ſhe comes from Philadelphia. 

Chron. The devil ſhe does ! 

Shad. . Yes, and your having a daughter in his care, 
that you haven't ſeen theſe twelve years, and ſhe's come 


to London to try to paſs herſelf upon you for your 


daughter, I was ſhock'd at her vilhiny. 
Chron. I dare ſay you was. Ob. 
. Shad. Yes I Hogs 4 when I did Ap love to her, in 


the Dilly, —you know my way—I told her 1 overheard | 


all her wickedneſs, and that I did know you. | 
Chron. Then ſhe was ſhock'd I ſuppoſe. 1 22 
Shad. No, indeed ſhe was not directly the find 1 


Vas your friend—ſhe propeſes dat I ſhould aſſiſt in de 


Plot, and if we, had good luck I ſhould marry her. 
Chron. And ſo you ſent for- | 


Shad. For yau to give your conſent, and den L hall 
have all dat I vant, you know. | 
Chron. (riſing.) ho! 
"Shad. Where are yon + ? | 
Chron. For a couple of aner have her ſe- 


_ cur'd. 


Shad. Pooh, pooh, fit down. 
Chron. What an impoflor—a hat lot to think to put 


_. ſuch a trick upon me. 


Shad. Why! a'nt I in the plot. | 

Chron. Yes, and the devil a bit the better that TY is 
Shad. What! not when I have warn'd you of the im- 

polition—Now you ſhall be taken in by it. ; 
" C2 Chron. 


* 
7 * 
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Chron. Shall 7 
Shad. You ſhall. 
Chron. I ſhan't. 


Shar. Yes, yes, I tell ** a6 if he was really your 
gdanghter, and as ſach,.give your conſent that ſhe 1 
marry me. 

Chron. Me. I don't care two-pence who ſhe marries, 
but off ſhe goes. 

Shad. Be quiet. you woudu't be ſo unfriendly as 

to, hinder my love going on. . 

Clron.. Well, well, go on with ROM love—but ecod; 
1. never thought you ſo;gallant a fellow. But Shadrach 
this thief cf a girl is ſo very pretty, and ſo like me, juſt 
what I ſhould ſuppoſe my daughter Dinah to be, I ſhould 
certaiply deen taken i in by ber, . m U go and as 


q her 

Shad No, no thongh ſhe's a roses the's worth 
and I never again buſe a pretty-girl, yon had beft keep 
at. af the way, or · ſne may diſcover you to be Primroſe. 

Chro. True, true,. —Zounds, if I'm found out, and 
010 Sadboy's ſon here in town, he ſues me for all the 
caſh that 1 was deficient in our partnerſhip. 

Sad. Yes; and ſa you muſt be canti — ontfel I muſt 
8 and take a lodging for de ſham een in ſome hed 
de Marybone buildings. 

Chron. Ves, I muſt go and prepare a grand entertain= 
went that I give this evening to- Aramints/ and Lady 
Rounce val. 

Shad. You give an entertainment, ha, ha, hal. 

Chron. What do you laugh at? 

Shall. Cauſe Lthought you ſaid you give it. 

\ - Chron. Yes, I give it, but Captain Ambuſh is to 
ay for it, I can't ſtand his houſe in Groſvenor-ſtreer, 
2 gives his preſent lodging for a fortnight, I marry A- 
raminta then farewel that fide of Temple · bar, and bey- 
for Aldermanbury, a ſang-box upon hackney march, 
and . to a in the Dog Days. [Exeunt. 
wn 26611 My 
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Aer II. 

SCENE, An Apartment in Auzusn's Houſe, a Ta- 
| | ble elegantly ſet forth, ſeveral Bottle. 

SrATTERDASH diſcover'd ranging the bottles. ( Knocking. ) 


| . 
SPAT. | 6, 


OW comes this bottle nncork'd ? Champaignes : 
Oh then the ſooner its drank out the better, 
(drink;) Ay, I muſt do all this buſineſs my ſelf its all 
upon my brain. * 
| Enter V. Sadboy. N 


7. Sad. So Spatterdaſh, I ſee thou art ſumptuous in 
thy preparations. | 
Spat. Yes fir, I have done my belt. 
F. Sad. Sparkling Champaign, brilliant Burgandy, 
of theſe will I. carry off three flaſks; I cou'd drink four 
were I not a Quaker. ; * 
Spat. The ſame wine, that you and my maſter drank 
at Willis's (4noct) I fancy fir, theſe are the ladies 
7. Sad. Ladies, egad I dread their preſence If I 
drink too much, I may come to ſhame, I did offend my 
ſweet Dinah once by intoxication—Pll caution Spatter- 
daſh. —Spatterdaſh, thou know' I love the juice of the 
rape. | * 
1 5 Ves fir, I've ſeen yonr honour pretty hesity. 
Sad. Mind my words do fear to tipple when in 
the company of ladies, for after the ſecond bottle 
Beelzebub himſelf cannot keep me from running up and 
down among em, and talking amorous nonſenſe=w—_ 
therefore I do beſeech thee, to have an eye upon me; 
and if thou doſt find me making too free with the hot- 
tle, do thou give me a hint, leſt I, by drinking ſhould 
expole my folly. | r 
422 WY. | Sat. 
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Sat. I'll watch yon ſir, and if a hint from me can 
Prevent you—you' ſhan't get tiply, I warrant you, 

T. Sad. I'll requite thy care—wine in moderation, 
giveth and imparteth joy, but the man that is drunk, a 
woman of ſenſe dèſpiſeth. I Exrt. V. Sadboy. 

Spat. Ss, I mall have enough upon my hands for one 
night, where I have two maſters and a miſtreſs under 

E fame roof, Chronicle thinks Pm Lady RouncevaPs 
ſervant, while ſhe imagines I belong to him, Lieutenant 
Godfrey my real maſter, and I Ambuſh his real 
* : | a" [Bit ai 4 buttle. 


I Eiter Chronic, Lady Rounceval and Araminta. 
5 ail This way my Lady : yes, my Lady, this houſe 


is well enough. 
L. Roun. Magnificent Fproteſt—Araminta, 185 you 
nothing to fay in praiſe of ſuch a houſe, not even a 
” compliment. _ 
Ara. Praiſe, I'm quite diſappointed i in it. 
„ran. How diſappointed miſs! _ 
Ara Ves, it contradifts - my expectations, when 
wh you have pick'd up ſuch ideas of ſplendoui and taſte. 
hren. Pick'd up 44 1 it mils. 
Ara. Buy taſte, ha, ha, fia. 
"-Ghras.,. Lo be, ſuxe.:; you may buy any thing in Lon- 
vor if yon haye money enoug] 
ra; \W, ell, Youare an elegant wretch, Bat I wuft fax. 
ad „ : Chron: nit I miſs, I made this Sarchale for you 
my ſweet 1134s Thank heaven un Pm 2 to 
e . Habe 
u. "Sine UE line n ane 
e iAuzes,. bleſs me l the fe atures of my dear God- 


frey. 


e Pole $i the matter y angel! * 


: mw” Nothing, pray whoſe picture's that? 
oof We „ He * * coat? Oh, that's JE} Am- 
10 * 
__ * not tell he's maſter of this houſe. | 
I Captain Ambuſh, fir, thank JOU, amazingly a 


Hey? dear Godfrey. 


— 


| 
| 
4 
| 
| 
| 


Emer 
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-- Anton Cle... * 
hd Sir, here's Captain Rambuth' bloc. 


Chron. Ambuſh you blockhead, ſhew him vp—La- 
dies, yon will now ſee the original of that * | 


Enter Ambuſh. v3” "1 


Ara. Oh, heavens! 'tis my Godfrey himſelf; gen 
(bros Ladice, this is Captain Ambush, a very ele- 
yer gentleman, as you ſee he has a flat his elbow a 
what's better, a fine eſtate, for. Lord Beleille t whom 
he's next heir, will ſoon waddle out of the alley. there's 
an introduction to a well jointur'd widow yow.'togue; 
(aide) Captata, Miſs ' Araminta- my ſpouſlt— Lady 
Rounceval, my intended mother+in-law 
Ara. What can ay mean ? but I won't ſcem to 


know him, * ann 
L. Roun A fine young. n Adel wer were 16 julad- 
miring your picture, fir, * $ 


Amb. You do me 4 great deal of honour, 3 | 
Lady Rounceval and Chronicle retire to view the' piflures. 

Ara. Pray, Mr W what am I to think 1 this 
introduction. 

Amb. Think of it as I do,” and yoult make me hap- 
py—my reſemblance to Captain Ambuſfos pure, 
which Chroniele- bought of the painter; who bad it 
return'd upon his hands, put him upon the thoughte f 
introducing' me to your mans, as the otigital, merely 
as a piece of vanity to her, that he is n _ 
perfons of rank and condition. 

Ara. Well, I never ſaw ſuch a likenefal- 6 baba 

Amb. Ves, its av like as if it was/draww for me. 
Ara. Well, Godtrey, yon havew't yet ſecured mei 
have a care, it may be a moſt umlucky thing for you, if 
this Captain A.mbuſh comes in my way: for; I actually 
believe I ſhall fall in love with him. IH his picture be at 
all like him, he muſt certainly be a moſt betutiful mam. 
Amd. How can you flatter me ſo, my lor... 
Aa. You, you cunceited ching I mean u that Cg 
tain Ambuſh, | 
| And. 
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Amb. I don't like this raillery I Afede. ) Madam, I 
ean never be offended at any partiality y4u may happen 
to entertain for the original of a picture, which iv wuch 
reſembles your humble adorer. 
Chronicle and Lady Rounceval return. 
ZL. Roun. I am no Connoiſſeur, Mr Chronicle, but 
ia my opinion, they are very choice indeed. 
+ Chron. A few, but all good, madam. ——Hey, Cap- 
tals. where's your comrade ? | 
;  Hmb.' Who, Mr Sadboy ? i 
| Chron... Ay: Ladies, here's a cunning ſpark for you, ; 
be carries a young Quaker about the town with him, 
ny as a foil to ſet off his pretty perſon. | 


WS _ Enter Clod. 
Cid Sir, here's Mr Badboy below. 
| Chron. Sadboy ! vou dog, you can never remember 18 


a name. 


Clod. Yes, fir, he ax'd for Captain Rambuſh. LExit. 
Cbron. The identical ng 1 genius I N , 
aſſure you. | | | i 


Enter Y. Sadboy, rinks. 


a 9 A young primitive Ladies, this is Mr Reu- "259 
ben Sadboy—Zounds, ſendahe Quaker to Philadelphia, 
and be a gentleman for half an honr. 

(V. Sad. Shakes Lady Rounceval's hand three times— 

the ſame by Araminta's.) | 
F. Sad. Friend, thy ſervant ; young woman I am 
glad to ſce thee. * 
Cbros. Come, unlock your beaver to the Ladies, | | : 


 -{ Throws off Sadboy's hat.) | 
. Sad. Pſha, damn your nonſenſe, you old fool. 


Ladies, the man Chronicle here is an ancient ſinner ; the | 
ſnow. of winter is ſprinkled on his pate, but the wiſdom 
ol years enlight'neth not his mind: his head is as a ball 
fſtuff'd with firaw and cov'red with leather; yea, my 
Friend Chronicle hath a leather head. Oh damn your 
ban. 1 TE; 
; : Lo Chrens 


N 
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Chron. Here's a fellow curſes, aun and abufes a\ 
man according to chapter and verſe=—Obz you orthodow. | 
proffigate. 

L. Roun. A very promiſing young gentleman, indeed. 

Ara. What a ſtrange creature. 


1 Enter Spadderdaſn drunk. 


Sat. Did you call, fir? I've done every thing+Pre 
the tea and coffee ready and l've laid in the wine. 

Cbron. Yes, yes, 1 ſee you've laid in the wine. 

pat. And now. fir, only give your orders and it ia 
donè — for I want for nothing but à pinch of ſnuſſ.—.— 
{takes out Chronicles box |) 

Chron. Here's an impudent ſon of Lady Rown- | 
ceval if he was not your ſervant ——; | 
I. Roun. My ſervant! Iſn't he yours Mr: Chronicle. k 

Chron. Mine, oh, no—he's-not mine. 

«orb; I muſt nn the ſcoundrel. 

IL. Roun:, Why, he brought me a letter from you to 
da 
88 Oh, no—he . me a —_— from you. 

indeed. 
Aru. Oh! lord. here's 8 diſcovery. I fears.) | 

Obron. This is ſonĩe thief who are you firrah, and 
hs brought you here. 

Spat. Sir, I am very well known to the Dr cg 
Damme, I'm in a fine humour for giving the token, 

Chron., Who do you belong to. : 

Amb.” O, he's very drunk, let him In 

Chron. Ay, ay, get out, get out, 

Spat. No, I won't leave the room—and now I recol- 
lect I have bufineſs here; I muſt take care off Mr Sad- 
boy as he deſit'd me. (Staggers to Sadboy.) Oh, -heav'ne 
he's getting drunk, I muſt take him aways 2 

.. Chrox. Come out you drunken wretch. 

pat. Ay, come ont you drunken wreteh. bx. Sad, 

} Chron, Quit the room. 

Gat: Be quiet ! leave him to me |—Sir, you had beſt 
| leave. 


* 
+ " 
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leave the room—yow-are very far gone—you know you 
_afle'd a hint.) (pulls. ) TRE 1 ; 
F. Sad. Avoid! | 
Spat. I can't avoid it, you muſt come out. pa 
7. Sad. I ſhall be dragg'd out in earneſt. —Harkee, 
Spatterdaſh, yon, miſtake. It was Mr Chronicle de- 
| fired you to take care he didn't drink too much. 
Spas. Ay, what! now I recollect, ſo it was. 
J. Sad. Only ſee the condition he's in. | 
Spat. Oh! ſcandalous! he muſt have drunk a great 
deal —but I'll get him off Come. Pulling Chron. off. ) 
Chron. What now. 
Spat. Out yon go. 
Chron, What is the villain at. 
Spat. Ay I'm a villain now——but you'll thank me 
for this when you are ſober in the morning. — 
Chron Let me go, I ſay. $320? 
 __ Spat. If let you go you'll fall. — Call laugh. ) There, 
__ "there:they are all laughing at you; why will you ftay 
and expoſe yurſelf. | 
Chron. Help, help, what will nobody help me? 
Spat. Ent I helping you. | | | 
hron. Help, Ladies and Gentlemen, dear Ladies. 
Spat. Ladies—Oh, now he's amorous—ay, ay, its all 
in vain—out you go. [Draggs Chronicle off. 
Mead oa pb [The reft Exit laughing. 


SCENE, a Room at Mrs MilLtzrLieus's, 


Enter Mr: MirIETI UI. 


Mr Nille. Yes, I muſt give theſe gentlemen warning 
Captain Ambutſh is tolerably regular for a gentleman, 
and an officer, but there's no bearing his companion 
the young Quaker: ſuch hours and doings in a houſe, 
would tire the patience of fifty Quakers —Oh, here 
he comes, and I will give him it ſoundly, that's what 1 
will, | Rnd ls £ 


| Enter © 


* 
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Enter Young Sadboy,' 4 15 107 


. Sad. Ha, ha, ha! poor Spatterdaſh, how drunk 
I ſet him to warn me of the pitt, and he tumbles into it 
himſelf. —Egad Ambuſh has got a fine houſe there. 
He muſt turn the broker out. Ha, Mrs Millefleur, 
thou will ſoon loſe thy Captain. But one comfort, ru 


lodge with you, nobody knows how long. 


Mr: Mille. Yes, fir, but I know how ſhort. | 


7. Sad. Hallo, Lounge—Goliah | Yoicks, my Bes- 


les 
; />'rs Mille Lord, fir, do you think you are in a mod. 
Y. Sad. True, I ſhould not Hallo, till I'm out of the 


wood, 
Mrs Milk. Then" ghd: een as ſoon ac you 
pleaſe, fir. 


Y. Sad. Did the man bring my maſquerade dreſs from 
Taviftock ſtreet z I'll ge to the Pantheon in the charac- 
ter of Alexander, my old Syſigambis.” 

- Mrs Mille. None of your gamebitches, fir ; I don” : 
underſtand your nicknames, and | won't take them, nor 

on ſhan't tear down my houſe in this manner I'll not 
qe ſuch uſage from ever a Quaker that ever wore a head. 

Y. Sad. That ever wore à hat, you mean — Hallo, 


Yoicks, my brace of Beagles. Exit. [ Enocking.” 


Mrs Mille. O my poor unfortunate door! how it is 
bang'd about from morning till night. | 


Enter Shadrach. _ 
Shad. Never mind, II go up to her 


you was at home. 
Mrs Mille. What, you are come up from Plymouth | 


onde to town Mr Shadrach. 


Shad. How do you do, Mrs Millefleur —1. all your 


lodgings full. 
| Ae Mille. Why, no, I can't ſay full. 0 
Shad. Cauſe I want apartments for a young _ 
Mrs Mille. A young lady. 
Shad. Oh, very modeſt one thoueh. 


Mr Mille. Becauſe you know, Mr Shadrach, how: 


I muſt ſee 
her—Oh, here ſhe comes—Oh, * Millefleur, I know - 
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nice and pre Lam about who - I take into my 
hauſe- . 
Shad. Pon my word, a8 „Lam honeſt man, 'tis a young | 
lady of reputation. 
Mrs Mille. Oh, very well. 
1 Shad, But I. hope you bare. no gentlemen in your | 
ouſe 
Mr: Hill. No, none I nerd e avcotiouCodlein 
204 and the young Quaker, as I am determ n'd 
ey ſhall go. Lied. 
* V. Sadboy, (fongurig without) | 
4 gad, And a hunting we will go' — : 
_ Bleſs me, what's dat ? Sv. 
435. Oh, its anly the maid. Na 
bad. (without ) * And a hunting we will go, 
| Shad. What, does your maid goa hunting? | 
Mr Mille. Maid! Oh. I fancy that's the fooliſh 
roung Quaker, comes here ſometimes. 


Shad. De lodgings wont 45 are not de ting.— 
Oh here i is the lady. |, 


. z 


\ Enter Dinah, 
"Mrs Mill. A very pretty, modeſt 3 body 1 


ly. —ma' am you are welcome. 

Din. I thank thee friend. 

© Shad. No, no, I tell you, the lodgings are not FIT 
ting, de wont do. 

Mrs Mille. But theyare I tell you, only come and look 
at 'them.—We BOX beg your pardon for a moment, 
madam ? 

Shad. No, no, the lady mult nat ſtay here alone, be- 
cauſ e.. a 

Mr. Milk. Perhaps ma'am you wiſh to view the apart · 
ments. #1 * "0 

- Din. As it vleaſeth thaw. : 2 

Shad. Well, let's ſee— Stop, 8. you ſtay here, miſs, 

Mrs Mille, What, ſtill afraid of the Quaker, Ig 

Shad. I don't like hunting Quakers. 


HK | U agreed Shadrach and Mrs Millefeur 
. 4 13:25 T | Din. 


N 
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Din. This man giveth himſelf great trouble -on my 
account, and ſeemeth to have no other than a righteous 
motive. — What had I done but for his kindneſs? 
yet my conſcience rebuketh me, and fayeth, Dinah, 

take not his money for thou eanꝰſt never make a teturn 
Heavens! what will become of me? 2 wretched 
fugitive in a ſtrange land, without a friend. Ho 
unkind of Mr Sadboy to baniſh me his-hoſpitable"roof - 
I did not entice his fon to love me Hut, alas, 'T 
ſhall never ſee him more: and even if my dear father 
lives, I know not—— A ffliction is — and e 2s 

6 my only comfort. . 


Feber Shadrach, a | „ 3&7 
"Shad. Yes, here I ſhall have her all to myſelf—Ak 
_._  — Miſs Dinah, *tis a very pretty rn, a neat lodgiog 
8 deeds!» + | 
| * Din. I am much beholden ta thy 3 of been. 
1 Shad. Oh, yes, I've a mighty good heart. 
| Din. And humbly thank thee, friend. 
. Shad. Yes, I will be your friend. | 
Din. You ſhall ever command my ele m7 4: 45 
Shad. Yes, I always expect gratitude when I confer 
a favour. —As I have given carneſt;” tis time to ſtrike 
| the bargain—Now my dear liſten As you have nobo- 
f dy to depend on now but me; you'll never find' your 
father in this great Town—You have no moneys to pay 
your paſſage back to America And here you are in 
London, as poor as Job; without: even a change of: 
_ cloaths, as the rogue did cut your trunk from behin®the 
Dilly, and beſides dat, I did lend vou maneys which 
u will never be able to pay me—S0-Þ-will tell you! a 
e we will ſettle accounts I will draw» A bill Nerd 
your beauty, which your virtue muſt accept. you 
me with your honour, and then Cupid, my little 42 
| — give you a receipt in full, and L will tamp it wits, a. 
8. 1 bebo 
Din. I did look upon thee as a ſtar of light d 
by Providence, to conduct = * the vale of 14. 57 
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verſity, but I fear now that thy goodneſs was but a 
falſe meteor ſent by Satan to miſlead me from the path 
of virtue into the wilderneſs of vice and infamy. 

Shad. Oh, this is fine talking of ſtars and comets 
when.you have not bxpence in your 883 


4 Din. Then oonſcious innocence be my only guar- 
Jian. 


1 Shad; Innocence ! Stut—Your i innocence wont pay 
for a two penny cheeſecake if you was ſtarving : It 


take you into keeping, and then your innocence worker 


out of the way of temptat ion * 
Din. Avoid, thou tempter. 
Shad. Nay, I can't avoid it—and if you don't like 


vat is for 1 own gobd, I muſt force you. ( U 


10 kiſs her. | 
Din. pl 0 defend me. 
Shad. Poh, nonſenſe, tuff —( Struggles Fen? 4 


Dinah Breaks from him, and Exit.) 


Eier L. Sadboy. | 


7. Sad. O hey |. what have we got? Amnon here 
and Tamar fled. | 
Shad. Who ſent for yon fir? you're wry rode. 
F. Sad. Vea, thou wert rude. | 
Shad. I mean your intruſion. 


7 , True, friend, my intruſon was 4 paradox 


of right and wrong twas right to prevent the ruin of, 
perhaps; au inndcent maiden, but *twas wrong to hinder 
thee from doing a thing that would bring thee to Tyburn. 

» Spa; You are an/impudent puppy, —I may venture 
to beat him, for Quakers never ſtrike bo err II, I. 


there take that, Arier Him.) 
ad. Vea, I do—twas a good blow, und that 


Which is good ſhould be return'd ten- fold. 7 Brut. 


aps Lil lum round the fave. } : 
Shad. Oh, Lord. at this is very fine 


Here's a pretty devil of a PASTE s meekneſs 
| ar erg | 


is 


RQ1- 5 Mile” . 
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t Enter Mrs Millefleur. "oe, f 


Mr: Mille. Hey, what's going on here no? 
7. Sad, Only a little ſtruggle between the fleſh nd | 
the ſpirit, and the ſpirit did overcome. 
Mrs Mille. Fie, fie, fir, you are a Quaker! . 
Shad. Yes, he's a devil of a Quaker. 
Mrs Mille. This your patience and reſignation to 


ts.” | 


thump a gentleman about in this manner. 


Shad. Yes, to thump me about in this manner. 
Mrs Mille. What did you do to him Mr Shadrach? 
Shad. Nothing —Nothing at all, as I'm an honeſt 


man, 

7. Sad. Thou did'ſt give the firſt buffet. 

Shad. Ves, but I thought if I ſtruck a Quaker upon 
one cheek he would turn the other to me. 

T. Sad. Yea, I ſhould have done ſo. 

Shad. I wiſh you had with all my heart Ad but 


* is gone. mult go ſeek ade the yo 


"Are Millt, No, no, In ſeck aker the young Lady 


Y. Sad. Friend, take my hand. 
$had. No -I have had too much of thy hand al- 
er 1 I will have ſatisfaQtion... | 
. Sed. Art thow nat ſatisfied ? (fakes hi fit at hin) 
Shad. Yes, yes, I am very well ſatisfie dt. 
. Sad. Here, Goliah, Goliah. . 
. Shad. Oh, the devil, he calls the champion upon ne. 


Enter Goliah. ( Goliah i is @ boy. ) 


1. Kad. Goliah, ſhow that man down ſtairs.—I. 
\mite that Amalakite until the going down of the ſan. 
Lis. 


Sbad. This Goliah is 4 terrible fellow, I on 
Pm afraid to look at him— warrans he has got _— 
Weaver's beam in his hand. mY 


Gel. Lo, I wait. 5 1 2407 bo. ee 
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| Shad. That's a_ very puny voice for a champion. 
(Looks round. ) What” thi Goliah. TI 

- Gol. Wilt thou walk? | 

- Shad. Will I watk—Ill make you run, you little 
raſcal. (Beata bim.) 

Gol. Help, help, the Philiſtines are npon me. 


Exit running. 


. -Shad. I'll Philiſtine you with a bunch of rods you 


little dog. * [Exit. 


A IV. 


SCENE, n s Lodgings at Mr. MiLLEFLevs's. 

Dnter Mrs MiLLEtFLEur and Lounce. 
Me MilLL6FLEUR. | 

W led of it, Mr Lounge, for I was heartily tir d 


of your maſter as a lodger. 
Well, but now fince Captain Ambuſh is 


—_— 


" Lined) that's all over with you Mrs Mille fleur. 


Mrs Mille. But is it true? | 
Lounge. (Certain—the letter arriv'd laſt night,. that 


5 Lord Balville died in France. 


Mr. Mille. And Captain A my lodger, fuc- 
ceeds to his title-and eſtate, 

Lounge. Oh, we carry on our frolicks in future 
at his houſe in Grofechor ſtreet ; ſo, youll ſend every 
body up there that enquires for my oder 

Mrs Mille. Oh, od comes ay Lord, and the old 
gentleman. 1 [Exit Lounge. 


Enter Captain Ambuſh and Chronicle. 


-- Mr: Mille. My Lord, I wiſh your Lordſhip joy.— 
* ſorry to loſe your Lordſhip ; but I hope every thing 
has been agreeable to your Lordſhip, ſince I've had the 


| burr if your PIP lodging in my houſe, my 


Amb. 


—— 
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Amb. Oh, very well, Mrs. Millefleur,—This' is. the 
gentleman to whom I give up my N a. .f oy = an | 
of the time I took em for: | 

 Mre Mille. Very well, my Lord Ny 2 3 
girl is in no danger here I think. Aide, and 

Chron. Well, Captain, I muſt fee about een 

your: things from off your premiſes, . 
1 But, Chronicle, don” t you regret / | Having 
Groſvenor ſtreet. | 459% 4 ee 

Chron. Not I, my Lud) no more faſhionable-enter- 
tainments for me To ſuffer fuch' diſgrace before Ladies 
A raſcal to haul me out of company like a pick - p 
ket out of Garaways— Ay, ay; one of Tong tre 
jokes, for I ſaw him whiſper the che fellow. 

Euter Mrs Millefſeur. 


Me Mille. Every thing | is ready, my Lord. os 
- Hmb. Chronicle;excuſe me for à few minutes. [ Exit. 
Chron. So, I've the lodging here for fortnight, & 
good bargain to get things for nothing this is the room 
they have put my trunks into And not lock'd—Oh, 
ho—P'd beſt; take ont my white and ſilver ſuit to have 
it properly trick'd up againſt -my wedding. —Oh, I 
| long to get back to the city. * b LZxil. 
: Enter Spatterdaſh. 3 43141 xt 
' Spar. Well, certainly my maſter and — are dene 
of lucky fellows! If fortune had not lifted us under one 
banner, inſtead of his being a Lord agd I his gentle: 
man, he might, in twenty years hence have been upon half 
ay, and I finiſhidg my ſtudies at Chelſea College. 
Fea, I'm in the road to preferment. A Lord's 'bwn 
valet—I muſt keep proper company. I muſt not know | 
a livery ſervant, as they are to wait behind me at the 
| {ſecond table. I won't be ſeen in à Beer houſe :\Acof- 
fee houſe Lounge, indeed, or a card club, wick forme 
valets of diſtinction. Shall I marry Pink? I kaowthe 
Jade has hopes of being Mrs Spatterduſſ.— A wife! 
no, no, damn it, 1 never put — honour in a Woman's 
keeping, A) 6 %, um 157 old 
D 3 | Enter | 
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5 + 4 | Enter Clod. 


13; at 1% 31 
cha Splutterdaſh, "Splutterdaſh. | 
3 Spatterdaſh ! freedom impertinent Bumkin. 
od: (Ih, ' Splatterdaſh —where ſhall I— 
Spa. Stop — who do you talk to friend? 
Clod. Who do you talk * Why, I was going 
to talk to. 
. Spat. Then, pray learn hw to addreſs me. 
Cled,: I learn how to dreſs you for what? 
Spat. There's now ms — between you and 
. 
Clod. I don't want to ds any difference with you. 
I think you are as civil a young man ab— 
Spat. Young man! 
Cod. Well, you're as civil a middle aged man- 
'Spat. Hold. | 
lod.” Why, you ere neither an old man, nor a little 


boy—otbat the devil are you ? 


Spa. I am now my Lord's own gentleman. 

Cod. You a gentleman— he, he, he! 

De. Leſs neee or "PH kick you down ſtairs, 

[ Ext. 

Cod. Ecod, that's a — beginning of a gentleman 
to kick a man Make fairs! If that's being a gentleman, 
1-fancy J could make-a very gopd one . myſelf. — ( Aſa- 
ming conſequence.) Hem, do you-know who I am. 
Ny . ok ps in | 


Enter Pink. 


WOE Mr Godfrey ſeems; to be removed.—Pray do 
You belong to the Captain. | 

1Clod; Who are you talking to? | | 
Pink. Who am I talking to !—Why, din, I doo'e 
ur} well know, and that's the reaſon of 

Cod. There's dow ſome difference en you and 
me rut about. ). - | 

; Pink. What is the man at? | * 

Clad. You muſt learn how to dreſs me. 


— 


N 
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Pink. Ha, ha, ha!-—What a ſtrange beaſt it is, 


Clod. I am a gentleman. 
Pink. A what. Ha, ha, hal - , 
Chd. Leſs flummilarity; | BEMIS. 
+ Pink. The fellow's mad, I bee bile I muſt 6nd 
| Spatterdaſh. A gentleman— Ha, ha, ha! [\Exit. 
N Clod. If it had been my luck to live with a' Lord, 
| I'd be a flouriſhing fellow. Yew, I'll leave Mr Chroni- 
| cle: as good be out of bread as have nothing to cat. 
14 Oh, this Spat. is in a rare way. (Arutting all this time. 


| | | Enter Chronicle. 
5 Chron. Eh! what have you nothing to in but rut- 
= = ting about here? 
- Clad. Leſs dummilarity or Pll kick you down Reins, 
(Ae. 
1 Chron: Hey! What. | 
; Clod. No, 7 can't do it without a cane. 1. 
e. A cane: O then you ſhan't want a cane. 
[ ftrikes him. 


Chd. What's that for, man Do you think: —w_ 
Mounſeer of a. Frenchman you have got? 
| Chron. Go, raſcal, wait for me at the houſe i in Gros. 
7 8s 2 venor fireer, or PII give you another touch of the cane. 
Clod. I be. no Mounſeer : I be a true bon Engliſh- 
man, and ſcorn to take a blow from any he that. ever 
wore a head, without giving two blows. in return. Exit. 
Chron. Ay, ay, this is Englit liberty - threaten his 
maſter this fellow would eat up my beef and beat me 
afterwards —Moſt of my things are now depoſited in 
„ this oom 80 Vi lock the 1 an the. e aps 
| f N the hey. ti 


1 REL . 


- Chron, Well, my Lord, bave you any 3 
to the widow, for I'm full trot to pay my devotions to 
the ſhrine of Araminta— You ſhall ſoon wiſh me joy 


The day is near—We ſhall be the happy couple: [Au. 
73011 5 410 = itt 5 14 N. 41 Ke 33 at. 
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Enter Spatterdath., 
Oh. my Lord, 46 I live there's My Sadboy? 8 


father below : the very old gentleman we eit in Ame- 
rien — he has: been talking to a chairman, and I dare lay 
Juiring for this houſe. 
nb, Old Zachary! What can have brought him o- 
ver to England. He'll find a wonderful improvement 
an his young plant of: Piety : if *tis poſſible to make a 
Quaker angry, be mult be highly incenſed at his ſon's 
conduct. 
0. Sad. (thous. k wn ſpeak with Reuben Sad- 


| Spar. I — my Lord, I beor him below. F 
Am Sp atterdaſh, do you amuſe Old Mr Sadboy 
here, till his ſon gets notice of his arrival. Exit Spat. 
O. Sad. Rees, ) um Gs Sadboy, young 
man. 
Spat. Pray, n p. 7” 
mb. ON Zachary indeed! but I'll not be troubled 
r tedious b 1928s .. __— are ſufficient 


to n me.. | —_ 


Eater Old Sadboy, Spatterdaſh — Malachi. 


ee Yes, ſir, you'll fee: him preſently. 

0. Sad. Then, thou knoweſt my ſon. 

put. Ves, ſir, and a very good gentleman he is. 
0. Sad. True, friend, he is now a man, and I do 
Wilm hic gentle, but a gentleman 1 would not have him 
2 2 * is this his home. 
gat. Oh, yes, fir, he's ee home I Fe you. 


"th Sad. My ſon's dwelling! why ſojourneth he at 


this end of the rown —I bid him bide in the city, in 
Thread Needle ſtreet, or in Leaden Hall ſtreet, yea, 
near the Exchange called Royal did I bid him dwell— 


Moreover, I — he doth ſhine in gold and ſilver, and 


thatihe doth drink wine from the vineyards of Burgand 
And that he doth ride in Phæt ons —and that he do 
drive his gig yea, alſo in one Tim-whiſky doth he ride. 


Spat. 


0 
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Spat: Ay, ſir, you ate not to believe half the things 


you hear in this town.—He'll be ſoon in, hr, and In 


give him notice of your arrival. Lit. 
O. Sad. Since theſe are his evil doings I do repent me 
*< did ſend him to this great city.—Malachi, Mala» 
chi, Malachi, I feel the ſpirit of anger riſethagainſt my ſon. 
Mal. Vea, thon loſt wax exceeding wroth. - © 
O. Sad. T will examine his rooms and his cloſets :" his 
trunks and his cheſts will I rummage, and his garments 
of gold and filver will I deſpoil him off. What hath 
he here ?—/ goes to) nor bolts, nor locks, nor.doors'ſhall 
keep me from knowing the things that I would know! 


{burſts open the door — Exit. ) Yea, it is true, Malachi— © 


{ſpeaking wvithou; here upon my ſon's cloaths is needle 
work of gold and needle-work of ſilver. Enter with 
Chronicle's wedding cloathe. )J——Thele cloathe will 1 


burn, and 1 will bequeath my money, and my goods, 


and my plantations in America, to ſtrangers among the 


bdrethren — yea, to ſuch as are Rrangers to my blood. 


Come along, Malachi. Exe. 


Enter Mrs Miltefleur ras} Dinah. e 
Mr: Mille. Well, child, you mix ame yourleddtle 


| eaſy, as the Rogue of a Jew ſappoſes you ran into the 


ſtreet when the Young Quaker” reſcued you tro ws 
rudeneſs. 
| Dinah. I am indebted to that . for more a life 
Mrs Mille. Ah, he has been the plague of my houſe. 
He did give little Shadrach the truth of a trimming 4 
but it ſhall be nothing to what P'll give him, if he * 


the aſſurance to enter my doors again. 


Din. And yet this honeſt houſe muſt have been poicited 
out to him by the finger of Providence In one fit for 
his purpoſe, I had been undone.—I do owe thee many 
thanks, and will do all things cheerfully, whatever thou 
doſt command me, | 

Mrs Mille. That's right, my child, keep up your 
ſpirits : who knows but there may be many good days 
in-ſtore for you. . 
| Din. 


* 
1 
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Dis. Tho' this woman be not one of the faithful, and 
dyelleth among the tents of the prophane, yet the effu- 


ſions of her heart are as a 'Pring af fair water, wy flow 
ye and undefiled. 


Enter Pink. 


Pink: Where | is this Spatterdaſh | ? an unmannerly cox - 
comb to leave me alone in his own room, and then to 
ſneak, out. ſcar Dinah.) Oh, ho, Mr Godfrey ſees 
ladies, I find, and poor Miſs Araminta thinks him all 
her own. -A Quaker, ay, ay, theſe girls take all ſorts 
of ſhapes. L' ſee her face that I may know her agaig, | 
Mr Godfrey at home, ma'am, — | 
Dina. I do not know Mr Godfrey. 

1 = 49g Oh, then Pres you are come after Spetter 
Din. 8 Spatterdaſhl 
» | Pink, Spatterdaſh— ee HIER at we 
| are A. Quaker, and-laft monday I ſaw the creature at 
EF] | the Hay-market Theatre in a riding habit.— Ah, this 
is a miſtreſs of her trade, or ſhe could never look ſo like 
a modeſt woman. 
Din. Haſt thou any buſineſs with me. 
»'\ Pink: Thou, marry.come up indeed | I ſhould not have 
thought of ſuch a thing as you, to thee and thou people 
that earn their bread honeſtly. —Ha, ha, a Quaker — 
But miſs Araminta ſhall know what demure viſitors Mr 
Goodfrey ſee's at his lodgings,——Thov, w marry come 
up indeed. [Extt. 
Din. She utteretbh parables which I do not underſtand; 
* perceive tho' by her ſcoſſing, that the faithful here 
in London, are hut objects of iy | | 
err e without.) Only one word, I tell you. | 
heavens ! the wicked Jew——where ſhall I 
bile . Gore into the cloſet.) | 


Enter Chronicle and Shadrach. 


ae Well now, what. is it you want with me? 1 
P "was 


1 0 
K 


* 
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wat flying off Ike an amotoiis turtle to ißt ay pretty 


little dove, juſt hopping over the threſnold. 
Sud. Then do hop ont, and doti't hop f in gin. 790 


Chron. Not hop in! why ſo? | ap 


' Shad. Ah, this houſe, this houſe. 

Chron. Why, whats the matter with the houſe. 
$had. It is not honeft. 

- Chron. Indeed! 


_ $had. You know the ehvtalb 10 of a a ut | 
was to paſs for your daughter. [ 3 


Chron. What the goods. OP 
* $had. Yes, de goods: the did trick me. | 
Chron, Trick you! then ſhe muſt be a.cunning rogne 
indeed. 


from me. 


Chron. But you had perſonal ſecurity, hey, Shadrach. 


Shad. Oh, no matter for dat. 


| houſe ? 
Shad. I hear Mrs Millefleur did karbou her. 
© Chron, Hey, gad then I inay be fobb'd here. 


Shad. Ay, they will cut your throat in the night. wy | 
Chron. ill they, then I'll move off in the day, —, 
{ Zante toward the door.) Hey | the door open and the 


ey in my pocket. —l rolf I am robb'd. {Goes in.) 


Shad. Pray heaven you may. gde. )J—I licpe not, 
Mr Chronicle. —Ay this will frighten him out of the 


houſe : if he ſtay's hell find that ſhe is really his daughter. 
Chron. ¶ within.) Pm 278 Pm ruined . 

They have ſtole my cloat 

ſilver is gone. 


robbꝰ'd, Mr Chronicle, 


Chron. (within.) 1 an, I'm robb'd-—T have but 1 


the thief. 
Din. ( within.) Help tie—fave we; | 
Shad. Oh, dear tis Fin daughter he has ot. a 
| Chron, Come out here. —( Euer, with Dinah. 


— 


Shadrach, 


Had. She did borrow my money and then tun away. 


" Chron. But what's your goods and your girls to this 


s: my beantiful o_ and. 
Jad Oh, Pm glad of dat. hope you are not 


* A * — —= 
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: n here's your goods. — But where's N goods, 


"Shad. Break open a door ! oh, I didn't tink ſhe was 
quite as dad as dat. | k 


| Enter Mrs Millefleur. 
Mrs Mille. What is all this? —Mr Shadrach, I won- , 


der you are not aſham'd to come into my houſe. 
Shad. Yes, Lam aſham'd to come into it, tis ſo bad. 
Mr. Mille. My houſe bad! I'll make you prove your 


words. 


Shad. That gentleman there ſhall prove it at the old 


: Bailey. 


Mrs Mille. 1 defy you and the old Balley. 
Chron. And perhaps, ma' am, you didn't know of this 


young Ninivite breaking open the door, and ſtealing my 


cloaths. — 

Mrs Mille. She ſteal !—an innocent creature. 

Shad. Innocent! be quiet! Mrs Millefleur, heknowsher. 

Din. Then he muſt know me to be a wretched help» 
leſs creature. ( weeps.) _ 

Mrs Mille. Dore weep, child, if you can find yonr 
father. 

Shad: Father, ha, ha, ha! ſhe was been telling the 
ſtory here too. C 

| Chron. Yes, but that father's not ſo eaſily impos'd u- 
pon, hey, Shadrach. 


Shad. Ay, you may give up the game, for Poe iat. 


Mr Primroſe into all your contrivance. 
Din. Have you then found him? 

_ Chron. - She toes not know me to be Primroſe ! | 
[ Afide ts Shad. 


Din. (To Shad.) Oh, fir, as thou may'ſt hope for 


mercy at the lateft houſe, tell me where is my father, 


that his wretched daughter may ſhow a heart replete 
with filial duty, and invoke the ſunſhine of a parent's. 
ſmiles, to dry up all her ſorrows. 

Mrs Mille. My heard bleeds for her. 

Chron. What's the matter with my. eyes? oy * 


* 
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Sbad. Oh, dear, I'm out of ſanff, 

Chron. What ſhall I do? if I proſecute her for the 
burglary ſhe'll be hang'd—no, I can't hurt her—young 
woman [I'll let you fall into other hands I'm fo 
its not in your nature tg. be honeſt—but think of ſome - 
ether ſcheme, for depend upon it that the father. of 
Dinah Primroſe will never be impoſed-on by this. 

Shad. Fall into other hands—She: mult go out of 
mine firſt. | 

Mrs Mille. I didn't expect to fee yon again, Mr 
Shadrach, and I beg that you now ſhorten your viſit. 

- Shad. I ſhorten my viſit—Oh, dats all ſtuff, Mrs 
Milleflear. 
* Mrs Mille. Don't tell me of tuff, fir, I defire you'll 
quit my houſe—for though I'm oblig'd to let lodgings, 
yet 'tisn't all the gold in Lombard ſtreet that can bribe 
me to aſſiſt in a ſcheme againſt my conſeience. 
Shad. Conſcience—Oh, dats more ftuff. 
Bail. { without.) Sir, UVve the * 8 amthority 
Chron. Hey, what's that? 
Shad. Dats my Bailiff, 
Mrs Mille. A Bailiff in my houſe! I muſt know | 


„ 


the meaning of this. I 
Shad. Come, pay me my moneys, mils, or yon go 
to priſon. 


- Chron. Come, Shadrach you won't ſend the poor 
creature to priſon neither. f 

Shad. Will you pay the debt ! *tis only twenty-thyee 
pounds, two ſhillings and nine pence.. 

Chron. Two and nine pence !— ad, if I're ſo much 
money about me I will. 
8 Be quiet, man: tis above 23 pounds—Yat I 

ou 

' Chron. Oh, that's another thing. —And yet, Egad, 
I've a great mind What a pity it is . ſnould 
ceoſt us any thing. 2 


Sbad. Mr Snatch, pray walk up 
. | E 


= 
— 1 Sw. Mn} vp 3 


| 
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| 10 : OD ; Maier Mrs Millefleur. | 
22 Milt. 1 its your Bailiff, fir, you are calling, 


he is gone, 


Shad. Gone, what without executing his office. | 

Mrs Mille. No, fir, there's a receipt in full for your 
demand upon that young lady. 

Chron. What, is it paid and J was juſt going to pay 


-1t myſelf. 


Shad. Who laid down the moneys? 

Me. Milk. Heaven bleſs him! the 3 young Qua- 
ker, that I've e a abuſing, proves the guardian 
angel of my houſe e no ſooner ſaw the officer, and 


Heard that his buſineſs here was to arreſt an innocent 


helpleſs young woman, then, without enquiring wha 
ſhe was, he inſtantly diſcharg'd the debt.——Here he 
comes heaven bleſs him, Ei. 
Shad, It was damn'd impertinent. | 
Z. Sad. (without. } Where is this raſcally Iſraelite? 
Din. What do I hear? 


Enter Sadboy. 


"IJ Sad. Where is this young | | 
Din. * Tis he, "tis my Reuben, my protefior my 


| preſerver. 


T. Sad. Art thou indeed my beloved Dinah. (En- 


| bracing.) ; 


© Chron. What the devil! is this really my daughter! 2 
my child !—( Embracingher.)—Oh, you villain, —(To 
Dee \—M darling child Ob, you damn'd . ) 
My dear Fg 7 Ob, you infernal ola; lain. ) | 
Shad. Mr Chronicle, I'll bring action of ſlander. 


Chron. Bring action of battery at once, you dog — 


(Shakes him ) 
Shad. If you tears my coat, you ſhall pay for it. 
- Chron. I'd buy you a new ſuit of gold tiſſue, you dog, 
to ſee you hang'd in it. 
Z. Sad. Why, Zounds ! are yon mad, old Chronicle? 


Cbron. Chronicle, me no Chronicle! my name 18 
Primroſe 


1 


| Ever. 


| ter here. 


— 
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Primroſe—and I don't care who knows it !—Pm the 
father of Dinah, and the happieſt of all the happy old 
ſellows in England. 

Din. Merciful heaven! have I then found my father. 

| Chron. You have my girl, and I could cry with joy. 
— — But, Dinah—Where' my white and ſilver? 

Din. Sir! 

Chron. Well, no matter, you thought you had a 
right to your poor old father's goods. but never break 2 
open a door again, child, its a bad cuſtom.— Well, we 


have a noble houſe warming.— 


Shad. Mr Chronicle you have uſed me 7 
— Sad. Thy Bailiff is gone, and do thou go hes 
wt 


Shad. Igo * f 
7. Sad. 2 thy Bailiff is gebe, 44 do thou become 
4 Bailiff's follower. [ Shows him out: 


Chron. Well but Reuben, did you pay all this money 
without knowing who it was for. 
. Sad. Not I— heard ſhe was in diftreſs, and that 


was claim ſufficient. 


Chron. Well, young Broad Brim, you love my daugh- 


. Sad. If thou art n primroſe. my father's old 
partner, and this dear maiden thy daughter with your 
conſent and her's, I take her lily hand. 

Chron. Will you—how lucky—this marriage will 
wipe of all ſcores I owe his 3 . re- 
member, Dinah's your's. | 

Y. Sad. On two conditions. | 1 7 | 
- Chron. Whats that? | 
. Sad. That you buy a ticket for the no '- 
rade, and that Dinah learns to dance. 

o_ How art thou chang'd my Reuben, ' - ; 
. Sad. Only poliſh'd my dear, — love you as well as 


Chron. Now up I ſcamper, to my Lady Rounceval's 


—Reuben—mum there, — Pm a v ag in pocket. 


LExit. 
E "Ve Z. 


— 
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210% Of Hey! Lounge my vis. a · vis. Come, my 


Dinah, PII introduee you to Lord Belville—A friendly . 


Peer, and a Peerleſs friend, I affure you. [Exeunt. 


| | 
&.C:T V. 
24 SCENE, Anzusn's Lodgings. 


If > 


Enter AmBusH-end YoOunG SADBOY. 


$37! bot | Aunusu. 
Y, Sadboy, you may laugh, but l'm determined 
to have a ſtronger proof of my Araminta's affec- 


axe bad: WAI, thou art a Yoſt nice; uud s moſt trow 
bleſome lover—doth the not prefer thee to. 


Amb. To Chronicle! without any compliment to 


myſelf, I think that no great proof of her fincerity ; 
An old wither'd fellow that— | 0 
. Sad. Oh, yon want a young handſome rival !— 
Egad, I'll court Araminta myſelf. 


And. No, no, prithee be ferious—perplex'd with 
donbts.— If you had heard her praiſe my picture laſt 


night | be , 
. Sad. What the devil, art then jealous of thy own 
picture. | | 


Amb. Mine! true, but ſhe ſuſpeRed it the portrait 


of another. —Araminta, though free from levity, enter- 
tains ideas of ſplendour and magnificence, which, with 
ene in my aſſumed character of Godfrey ſhe would never 


gratify. 5 | ; 
. Sad. Well, doth not her partiality for you, as ſuch, 


furronnded,; as ſhe imagines, with all the diſadvantages | 
of poverty, ſufficiently evince her ſincerity and genero- Q 


ty. 


Ab. No matter: I'll propoſe for her to her mother 


in my real perſon, and if my title and fortune of Lord 
4% We 6b: 2 Belville 


Wige 
ae 
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Belville circumvent me as Lieutenant Godfrey, her love 


is venial, her heart a ſordid; worthleſs trifle, and as 
ſuch I throw it from my keeping, here (gives @ letter) 
there is what I have ſaid to Lady Rounceval. | 

Y. Sad. { Reads) Madam, an ardent paſſion for 
&« your daughter, impels me to aſſure you that my late 
« acquiſition of Lord Belville's title and fortune I eſ- 
ti teem only as they may make one more worthy of my 
« adored : with your permiſſion, I ſhall pay my reſpeCts 
« to your Ladyſhip, and make your daughter a tender 
4 of my heart and hand Who am, madam, your molt 
« bedient ſervant—Belville.” 2 

$o here is a ſnare ts catch the conſtancy of a poor 
frail woman. 3 Ky: 
- Amb. Ay, ay, my wife muſt care for no little but 
that of huſband. © O, pray, Sadboy, can you let my 
man ſtep with this letter to Lady Rounceval's, as ſhe 
muſt not know Spatterdaſh belongs to me. + - 

7. Sad. By all means — and there he comes. 


Enter Lounge. | ; 
Lounge. Sir, here's the man from Taviſtock ſtreet, 
with the maſquerade dreſs. 24 | Th 


. Sad. What !—and my helmet and plume,—I go 
as Alexander the Great, what a Babylonian beau I 


hall make, ba, ha, ha! | 
Aub. Lounge, you'll take this letter. I ä 
Y. Kad. O, ay, but tarry not, as I want to dreſs for N 


5 


the maſquerade, time enough to call upon Dinah. _ 

| | | Exit Loung . 
Amb. Ah, Sadboy, you are certain of your Dinah: 

but my Araminta—True love, like pure gold, refi 

upon trial: and this letter will prove whether er can 

bear the touch. | ( Exeunge 


E 3-14 1, pY 
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| © SCENE, Lady Rouncsyar's Houſe. 
= Lady Rouncevai and Axanminta. 


| Endy Rovncevar. 
, Why, my dear, this Captain Ambuſh, at the firſt in- 


terview, ſeems to have eraſed your favourite Godfrey 


totally from your mind. 

Ara. Firſt interview! charming ſhe little thinks its 
'one and the ſame perſon.— A ſoldier he is for a * 
ad.“ (ſage ) | 


Mr Chronidle, madam. 

"Ara: Say we are not at home. 

Z. Raun. Fie, Araminta—1 am at home ſhew Mr 
My up. [Exit ren; 


#271 Enter Chronicle. 


Cron. Lady Rounceval, your moſt obedient * 


5 mint my ſweet bluſhing roſe.— Well, my Lady, things 
are Crawing to a concluſiou: the law affairs are all ſet- 
tled; and I ſhall ſoon be your dutiſul Son- in- law. 


9 2 »Twill make me very happy, I aſſure you, 


Mr Chronicle, 
Chron. We ſhall ſoon take the matrimonial road, cu- 
pid the ceachman, pleaſure and enjoyment the horſes, 


content and good humour the wheels, Araminta my 


parts and on we roll the happy journey of life. 


| . Angi. Your journey 1 fear will do you no 
800 


galloping dreary dun, &c. Ang. the whole verſes 


And Err. ). 
Cb. Gad, ſhe'll uke u Boe galloping, gigling 


'Yilloway. 

RN. Rowun. But you muſt not be a timid" lover Mr 
Chronicle, when Sir Ralph Rounceval was courting me, 
he hunted me about the houſe like a doe. 


- Chron. But my young doe has taken cover in her 


chamber. 
L. Nun. Well, you'll - -ſoon have a right to her 
chamber 


( 


| 


. 
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chamber — follow her, Mr Chronicle — take my ward | 
for it ſhe'll never like you the worſe. ' 


Chron. Follow her do yav ſay ſo, Lady Rd 
—then here goes—with my baily, gaily, &c, 


— 


L. Roun, I wiſh, with all my heart, NG was 


onee married to this Chronicle. 


Fater Servant, delivers a liter aod Brie. % a 
I. Roun. From Lord Belville -I don't know Hm. 


{ Reads) Madam Ardent paſſion . title and fortune 
 ——um—* My heart and hand—um—Belville,” Lord 


Belville, this is indeed a conqueſt—Bleſs me, this is 


the very Captain Ambuſh: we ſaw laſt night in Groſvenor 
ſtreet Mr Chronicle ſaid he was next heir to a title 
2 Lord And the very perſon Araminta was beftow- 


fach praiſes on juſt now. This is a mueh better 


144 than Chronicle the Stock- broker. I'm forty 


things have been carried ſo far, but how to hit * a 


. * excuſe to break of with him. 


Enter Chronicle. 


— "Client. Ha, 'ha'lthe fly little rogue has boek d the 


door and would not let me in. 
L. Roun. Why, fir, did you think of following my 
daughter. | 
Chron Yes, yes, you know 7 ſhall 00 have 2 


to your daughter. J : | 
I. Roun! Sir! n | Ann; 


Chron. Ma'am! | 
L. Roun. Richard—(Fnter maid a 
Jour young lady, nor. I, are ever at hides to that man 


Chron. I'm tunn'd! ! 


Anb. Ha, Chronicle! What FRO: been Paying 


your devotions at the ſhrine of er x 


Cbron. Oh, . * | | Abe 
Amb. 
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Am. Shall we ſoon with you joy! 
Chron. Hey! 
Amb. . da near? | 8 
Chron, What! 185 | TEA) 

Amb. When are you to be married ? 
Ghron. Show me down fairs. | [Exit. 
Amb | fancy my letter has taken effect, and poor 
Chronicle already diſcarded—1 fear that will. ſoon be 
poor Godfrey's caſe— Ay, ay, the title will diſmiſs me 
hut if attracted by a Coronet, ſhe returns the heart 
of Godfrey. ſhe ſhall never receive the hand of ©" PP 


a 3320S Enter Araminta, 


| Him: Ves, it is indeed my Godfrey. —Oh, you im- 
Poſtor !— Mama actually believes you to be Lord Bel- 


ville 


Amd. Believes me to be Lord Belville ! Why ſo ?— 
Oh, from Chronicle introducing me laſt night as Cap- | 


tain Ambuſh. 
Ara. Poor Chronicle” 8 len off—Your letter was the 


_ happieſt 
Amb. Letter— What letter? 
A Your letter to my mama, that * ſign Lot 

bali. Pa 


- Amb, I ſent ng letter ! | 
dra. You didn't ſend it—Oh, then it muſt come - 


from Lord Belville himſelf. Aud I muſt retract wy : 
* conſent I ſo freely gave to this noble Peer. | 
Amb. And did you conſent to give your hand to a . 
nother. 2 
Ara. Another ——why I thought I was giving it to 
vou, you ſilly man — what! forſake my Godfrey ?— No, 
ot for twenty lords. Well, you muſt conquer delicagy. 
avow yourſelf the writer of the letter, and as ſuch re- 
ceĩve from her your Araminta, if you, think her worth 
. 8 . 
Amb. Ves, my love but can I in honour conſent that 
you ſhould thus ſacrifice every hope of wealth for a man 
EY by his ſordid fate to poverty and def pair, 4 | 
Ara. 


nE YOUNTUQUA EEA 


rs: What you refuſe me. age.) 

Then farewel my lover dear |; ISA 
Thy loſs I e'er ſhall mourn * 

While life remains in this fond breaſt - 

T will beat for thee alone. 
What tho? unkind, may heaven on thee 
Its choiceſt bleſſings pour | 
Ah, gramachree, my lover dear 

My Godfrey is à ſtore. 

Anb. My charming Araminta, yoht generoſity has led 
yon into an error, and by eonſenting to my felicity, Aa 4 
give your hand to an impoſtor. 

Ara Tue, but tis an innocent impoſition ' And 
when the real Lord Belville hears the motive is love, if 
he is really noble he will eaſily forgive it. 

mb, Ves, bit 'tis you alone that are deceiwd, Anh 
minta—in Four ava r RI the happy 
Belville !- 

Ara How! 2 1 
Aub Forgive, my love, x [kratagem «pled 
your purity of ſoul really am the perſon- n | 
have me aſſume, and the name of Godfrey I took to 
produce an effect that bas anfwer'd my moſi * 
wiſhes. : 

Ara. Godfrey a Lord! Ah, you arch dvefivaes. 3 

Amb. Ves, and may every generous woman, Who 
does not fuffer intereſt to ſupercede affection be thus de- 


5 


- ceived. - s 


Ara. And this rewarded with the man he lownk.s 
— 


SCENE, Amun! s Hoſe. x, | 


ale dreſt, Helmet and $15: laid on a a 
| 2 Enter Clod. we ts | 
| 1 CLop.. „ 
Ay, poor Clod If 1 ſtay longer with Mr Clira- 
nicle I ſhall be poor Clod indeed. I ſhould like now 


to live_in this houſe with Captain ts 
8 o 


* 
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he's got a gentleman of his own already hear he's | 
put maſter's noſe out of joint and is going to marry miſs 
Harrimintis, Or I ſhould like to be ſervant to Mr Bad- 
* the X ng Quaker. 


| Euter V. Sadboy. | 
FL; fa Lounge! where the devil is this raſcal? * 
idle fellow to be out of the way. | 
Clod. No, fir, I'm in the way. 
. Sad. Thou, Oh, thou doſt live with Mr Chronicle. 
Clod. Yes, fir, L live—ſtarve with Mr Chranicle. ' 
. Sad. Starre Why you are in good caſe. 


Cid Yes, fir, the "caſe is good enough, if there 
was any thing in it. 


T. Sad. Oh, here is my maſquerade dreſs—1 think © 


— 


| Alexander the Great an excellent fancy. 


Did. wiſh he'd take a fancy to I. 

T. Sad. But how to try it on —is this fellow come 
Lounge. 
Claod. Lounge Lord, fir, what a bad ſervant Mr 
have got. 
*. 7 804 He's not a good one 

Clod. Now, fir, I'm a very good one. 

Chron. (without) Clod, where are you Clod? 

Clod. Hey! 

Y. Sad. "Thy maſter calls. 

Clod. Yes, fir—— Now I'd never neglect any gentle» 
man that would take me into his ſervice. 

Chron. (without) Clod, Clod. 

Cled. Yes, fir ——Now I'd fly like a pigeon to my 
maſter the moment I thought he'd want me. 

7. Sad. Thy ftay while thy maſter calls doth prove 

thy GT. | 

Clud. Yes, ir, rl prove my words what can I do 
for you, fir | 
I. Sad. If thy air did not want thee, thon ſhouldſt 
help me on with my dreſs. | 
- Clod. My maſter, oh, lord, fir, I don't mind him. 
Fe Sad. True, thou art a good ſervant. 2 
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chd. Yes, I am, Sir=Come, I'll drefs you. fir,— 
Z. Sad. Didit thou ever dreſs an Ae : 
Clod. Yes, twenty, fir—this is main fine—is it your 

coat or your waiſtcoat. 
T. Sad. I do recollect there is a large TR IA claſs 
in the next room; before that will I equip myſelf, and 
in my habit of Alexander the Great will F viſit my Di- 
nah at Mrs Millefleur' py my Helmet and Plume, 


[ Exit. | | 
chd O! he mean his be and feathers. ( Tales it | 
up and is going. ) 
Enter Old Sadboy and Chronicle. 


O. Sad. This man perh js can ell—harkye, fried. 
Clod. He's no friend that would ſtop a man in his 
road to preferment. [ *truts off, 
O. Sad. I did not expect to find friend Primroſe—— | | 
But why call thyſelf Chronicle. | 
| Chron. For 5000 Reaſons, and every one of 'em as | 
good as a guinea; but now I'm worth a plumb, a bg 
for all reaſons.— I'll pay you your money. 
O0. Sad. I thank thee friend: I am glad thy Dinah is 
ſafe ; and fince thou art rich, ſhall no longer hinder her 
marriage with my ſon, but doth my ſon Reuben walk ow 
( the righteous. 
Chron. Yes, he doth walk wid ride with the firſt rer 
ple of this town ! Reuben's a pretty lad. 
O. Sad. I heed not pretty, is he on! 
Chron. Yes, he's pretty good. 
0. Sad. I was told his heart did go aſtray after pomp 
and vanitjes. | 
„ Chron. You were told lies. As he's to marry my | 
daughter, I'll give him a good character, for fear he | 
ſhould disinherit him.—( fide. )—AF#to your fon hes 
decent, and he's good, and he's virtuous, and he's piou— | 
In ſhort he's quite a holy young man. | 
O. Sad. Thy tidings rejoiceth 8 * * 
without. Pre ot m s on.— Hallo, old 
T Sad. ( ue g ny Chronicle 
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Chronicle (Enters dreſſed.) If my father, Old Jekil, was 


to ſee me now, ha, ha, ha! 

O. Sad. In the name of Iſaiah and all his viſiona, what 
is this! art thou my ſon Reuben * 1 
T. Sad, Yea; I am thy dutiful ſon. 

O. Sad. Friend Primroſe, is this thy holy. lad. 

_ Chron. Ves, in diſguiſe. | 
0. Sad. I ſent thee over to England to tranſact great 
et" for the faithful in Pniladelphia, haſt thou done 1 it. 

. Sad. Nay. 

0. Sad. Haſt thou been among the merchants; or as 
mong the ſugar bakers, or among the tobacco ſellers, 
T. Sad. Nay. 


O. Jad. But thou haſt been among the ſilk worms, | 


and the hair powderers, and the horſe breakers, wine 
bibers and haberdaſhers. 


T. Sad. Yea, I confeſs, my iniquity: 
O. Sad. Tis lucky for Reuben that thy laoghter has 


a good fortune, for PII cut. him off with a ſhilling. 

Chron, Will you! and do you think I'll give my 
daughter to. ſuch a A as that 

O. Sad. Reprobate ! what that holy lad. 

Chron. The holy! look at him: why he's dreſs'd up 
now to go to one of the wickedeſt places in town, the 
villain ought to be tarr'd as well as feather'd. 

0. Sad. Reuben, Renben thou art naught. 

7. Sad. Yea, but I will be good. 


Enter Dinah. 


0. Sad. Is that Dinah Primroſe ? I do repent my wel. 
ty to the maiden; and as I know thou loveſt my fon, for 
thy ſake I will forgive him. 
Chron. Forgive bim! will you give him your fortune! 
0. Sad. Yea, I will. 
. Chron. Will yau!— Dinah come here. {Gives her to 
V. Sadboy. )—This ſan of your's is as good a lad as ever 
wore a beaver— 
. Sad. Ay, and as happy—thus poſſeſs'd of love and 


-beauty, plantation to puff away os, and ſugar to ſweet- 
en 


* 
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ven Re Look'e, father, a taſte of the pleaſure of dear 


Londom, bas taught me to diſtinguiſh: between levity 


and dullneſs; the Quaker and Rake fhall qualify each 
other. My future conduct ſhall appear like the lucid 
I gquor, Between froth and ſediment. —Sadneſs is a folly, 
and to be wiſe is to be merry. 
Obron. Well, fince you are reſtor'd to your father's 
; g fayour you're welcome to, while you have fields of tobac- 
<0, and droves of negroes to hoe it. 


T. Sud. Then 1 hold half your fayours upon a looſe” 
"ewe and on my return to America, every ſſape of 
mine ſhall be as free as the air he breaths : while liberty | 


is the glory of an Engliſhman, let us ceaſe to make a ſor- 
did traffic of our fellow creatures: and the world knows 
All my brethren are of the ſame opinion, 
Enter Ambuſh, Lady Rounceral and Araminta. ' 
Ara. (Looking at Dinah.) Yes, this mult be the 
© Quaker girl, that Pink told me ſhe ſaw at your lodgings. 
Anb. Sadboy, I hear Pm'to wiſh you joy on a double 
ſ core. Sir, you are weleome to England. C10 Old Sad.) 
- + — Madam, [ congratulate my friend Reuben on his ap- 
proaching union with a young lady ſo deſerving: and my 
friend Chronicle on the recovery of a daughter, who, from 


as 


© her merit muſt contribute to his honour and happineſs. _ 


| Chron. Ay, my lord, you wiſh me joy, and then you 
\ take the means from me,—But, miſs Araminta, ten me 
why you prefer his lordſhip to me! 


I love him. 
Li. Roun, Mr Chronicle, I aſk you a thonſand par- 


his Paſſion. 


* Ara. Dear mama, not ſo ſudden : you are in a tri- 


fling error as to the date of its exiſtence: 
Amb. True indeed, madam, for by giving your dangh- 


ter to me, poor Godfrey becomes your ſon-in-law, -—— , 


L. Roun, What, are you the ſoldier for the ladies, 
that my daughter was always ſinging about. 


Ara. he very fame mama. A ſoldici he i is for 


28 ladies“ (/ (ings: * 


n 


Ara. Two ſimple reaſons, Sir: I don't Ike · you, and 


dons: but lord Belville was ſo ardent, and fo ſudden in 


— —— ——— — 
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+ Chron, Well, Lords, Ladies, Quakers and Lieutenants, 


THE YOUNG QUAKER. : 


I with you all joy! and ecod, Þll give an entertainment 
that ſhall aſtoniſh every body. | 

Y. Sad. Ves if its good you will aſtoniſh every body 
indeed! Reflect by thy avarice, thou did*ſt abandon thy 
only child, to danger and deſtruction. 2 


Din. And but · for my deareſt Reuben that reſcued me 
from the hands of a villain, I ſhould have been an object 


of pity, per aps contempt. a ey 542 
Cbran. Well, if 1 was not at this moment very glad for 
what I am, I ſhould be very ſorry for what I have been. 
. Sad. Right, father-in-law, I ſhould be glad to fee 
thee reclaim'd of avarice, as I am of prodigahty : for a a 
miſer of all bad beings is the worſt : a miſer is an enemy 


to mankind; for how can he feel for others who is ever 
-. cruel to himſelf : his breaſt is ſteel'd, againſt humanity : 
his heart knows no mirth, nor does the tear of ſenſibility 


bedew his cheek : gold, that's, a bleſſing to others, to 


him doth prove a curſe ; care torments him, and he hag 


no comforter. For as he never did good to any, the 
ſoft tie of gratitude has never gain'd him a friend. 
_ Chron. Eccd, that's a good ſermon, and has coſt me 
nothing. | | LED? 75 
Z. Sad. And now, my Dinah, what have you to ſay 


to our felicity. 5 
Din. Iwilltell dee. RAS this good company, 


No more nam'd Primroſe, I'm my Reuben's wite 
And Dinah Sadboy I am call'd for life, 

There will 1 reſt tho? alter'd in my name 

My faith and manners ſhall remain the ſame: | 
Still ſhall my cheek ſhow Nature's white and red, 
No cap ſhall rife like ſteeple from my head. — 

Ye, who in marriage, wealth and grandeur ſeck, 
Think what a bleſſing is a wife that's meek. 

A help- mate true of heart, and full of love; 

Such nnto Reuben, Dinah means to prove. 
My mind ſhall {till be pure, my thoughts ſerene, 
My habit ſimple, and my perſon clean : ls 
No pompe, ar.d vanities will I purſue 7 

But love my home, . oy ous too. 


%. 
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